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THE  ARGUENOT 


THE    EDITOR'S    NOTES 


SPRING  FEVER 


No,  we  don't  often  escape  it.  We 
are  taken  unawares  and  are  lured  from 
our  books  and  our  work  to  a  distant 
pool,  shaded  by  the  clean,  cool,  green 
leaves,  where,  just  below  the  hurrying 
stream,  speckled  trout  abound  and  the 
frogs  bask  in  the  sun.  Sometimes  we 
go  to  the  sea,  so  green  and  blue  and  silver 
in  the  Spring  sun.  It  is  beautiful  here 
and  quiet  and  soothing,  on  the  yellow 
sands.  The  sea  needs  us.  It  is  lone- 
some after  a  long  winter  of  solitude  and 
we  need  the  sea  after  so  much  confine- 
ment. Its  cool  expanse  of  freedom  is 
welcome. 

Some  of  us,  seriously  afflicted,  seek  the 
mountains  which  are  enveloped  by  a 
purple  haze,  and  here  we  hear  the  mur- 


murings  of  nature.  The  remainder  of 
us  stay  at  home  and  enjoy  the  sultry 
days,  and  the  cool  days,  and  the  April 
showers. 

Physically  we  suffer  in  the  stuffy  school 
room  and  in  our  homes,  still  kept  too 
warm  by  the  trusty  furnace.  Mentally 
we  are  far  away  in  our  favorite  haunt- 
fishing  by  the  little  wooded  pool — at  the 
seaside — at  the  mountain  camp — per- 
haps we  are  just  day  dreaming.  April 
has  come  upon  us  and  with  it  Spring 
fever.  We  are  afflicted.  Must  we  re- 
main so?  Shall  we  remain  so?  Spring 
fever  demands  freedom — too  much  free- 
dom. Its  remedy  is  sulphur  and  molasses 
—or  a  good  strong  will! 


OUR  ORCHESTRA 


We  have  here  at  Norwood  High  School 
an  orchestra  of  approximately  forty  mem- 
bers and  one  of  the  finest  directors  in  the 
state.  As  a  group  they  practice  on 
Wednesday  and  Thursday  afternoons, 
and  individually  as  long  as  they  may 
deem  it  necessary — perhaps  two  or  three 


hours  or  more.  The  orchestra  play  at 
our  assemblies,  they  plaj'  at  our  theatri- 
cals and  for  graduation.  They  entertain 
various  organizations  in  town  and  this 
year  they  are  to  compete  in  a  contest 
which  will  include  the  foremost  school 
orchestras  in  Massachusetts.     Thev  are 
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to  have  four  representatives  at  the  May 
Festival  to  be  held  in  Boston  this  year. 

We  do  not  feel  that  this  organization 
receives  the  credit  which  it  merits.  How 
seldom  we  hear  a  complementary  remark! 
How  often  we  hear,  "Why  don't  they 


play  a  new  piece  occasionally0"  Will 
the  persons  who  make  such  remarks 
kindly  compare  our  orchestra  with  those 
of  other  schools'.'  Perhaps  they  would 
then  realize  the  great  work  our  own  or- 
ganization is  doing. 


QUEST 
I  like  to  stand  upon  the  quay, 

And  watch  the  ships  sail  by; 
Their  hulls  are  pointed  toward  the  West, 

Their  scarred  masts  to  the  sky. 

'Perhaps,  some  day,  I  too  will  go 

A-sailing  to  the  West; 
And  there  will  find  upon  some  shore 

A  golden  treasure  chest. 

Franklin  Pierce,  31. 


SIGNS  OF  SPRING 
Flowers  of  every  color 
Covered  with  morning  dew. 
Nodding  to  one  another 
Under  a  sky  of  blue; 
Birds  in  the  treetops  singing 
Melodies  glad  and  gay, 
All  of  the  woodlands  ringing — 
Spring  has  come  back  to  stay! 

Rose  Acton,  '30. 


THE  REMEDY  FOR  0  SAKURA  SAN 


"Honorable  Priest  of  the  One-Eyed 
Buddha,  I  have  come  to  you  with  the 
tale  of  my  unhappy  daughter.  To  you, 
O  Illustrious  One,  Guardian  of  the  Sacred 
Shrine,  I  come,  with  many  lamenta- 
tions." 

"Speak!  honorable  Tai  Lashu,  speak 
and  send  your  message  to  the  heart  of 
Lao  Bcrto,  Guardian  of  the  Sacred 
Shrine." 

"0  Honorable  One!  0  Sakura  San, 
my  worthless  and  unhappy  daughter  has 
fallen  into  the  hands  and  heart  of  a  white 
man.  Daily  and  secretly,  she  meets  him 
by  the  Lotus  Pool  in  the  Garden  of  the 
Temple.  Day  by  day,  hateful  lies  cross 
her  once  pure  lips,  that  she  may  meet 
this  white  man." 

He  spoke  now  with  the  fire  of  hatred 
in  his  voice.  Then  he  paused  and  re- 
gained the  calm  tone  with  which  he  had 
commenced  his  tale. 

"O  Honorable  One,  must  she  give  up 
her  name  and   pureness,   fascinated  bj^ 


this  white  devil?  Illustrious  One,  can 
there  be  no  remedy  before  she  suffers 
the  penalty?" 

Lao  Boto  thought  calmly,  then  nodded 
his  head  slowly  and  repeatedly,  much 
like  the  nodding  of  a  toy  mandarin. 

"Why  not  do  away  with  this  white 
man?  It  has  been  done  before  in  cases 
like  this." 

Tai  Lashu  sighed. 

"Oh,  to  think  that  my  daughter,  a 
descendant  of  the  glorious  house  of  the 
Samurai,  should  be  lowered  to  this.  Ah 
well;  I  shall  think  it  over,  O  Illustrious 
One!" 

"Tomorrow,  at  this  same  place,  shall 
we  meet  again;  by  the  time  the  honor- 
able sun  has  cast  its  shadow  at  the  foot 
of  the  Sacred  Cherry-blossom  Tree,  shall 
we  meet  here  again." 

Tai  Lashu  bowed;  solemnly  and 
reverently  he  bowed  before  the  Great 
Lao  Boto,  Guardian  of  the  Sacred  One- 
Eved  Buddha, 
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As  Tai  walked  home,  he  meditated 
upon  the  plan. 

"Yes,"  he  murmured,  "That  is  a  good 
plan,  and,  as  the  Exalted  One  has  said, 
it  has  been  done  before.  Well,  if  it 
should  be  carried  out,  how  should  it  be 
gone  about?  Ah'"  he  said  aloud  as  an 
idea  came  to  him,  "Why  shouldn't  she 
marry  a  man  of  my  race,  and  so  avert 
the  penalty?"  He  shuddered  when  he 
thought  of  the  penalty, — a  long  and 
lingering  death, — for  infidelity  or  for 
marriage  with  one  of  another  race. 

"Tomorrow,  I  shall  tell  Lao  Boto 
about  it.  The  less  bloodshed,  the  better. 
And  my  daughter's  pureness  shall  be 
saved,  with  no  one  the  wiser." 

All  night  he  ruminated  upon  the  latter 
plan;  then,  at  the  time  designated  by 
Lao  Boto,  he  stood  again  under  the 
ancient  pine  which  his  long-dead  an- 
cestors had  planted. 

He  had  not  long  to  wait  before  the 
Guardian  of  the  Sacred  Shrine  came 
walking  slowly  into  view,  with  bent 
head  and  his  hands  in  his  capacious 
sleeves. 

In  silence  he  waited  until  Lao  Boto 
was  but  a  few  feet  away  from  the  tree. 
Still  in  silence,  he  bowed  to  the  priest. 

At  last  the  Illustrious  One  spoke,  and 
it  seemed  to  Tai  that  even  the  sighing  of 
the  wind  and  the  swaying  of  the  flowers 
ceased,  as  the  Guardian  of  the  One-Eyed 
Buddha  opened  his  lips  and  spoke. 

"0  honorable  Tai,  have  you  thought 
during  the  night?  Have  you  meditated 
deeply  upon  the  significance  of  this  act 
which  we  must  undertake?  Know  you 
not  that  it  must  be  executed  with  the 
utmost  secrecy?" 

Tai  Lashu  bowed  and  spoke. 

"Most  Exalted  One,  I  have  thought. 
And  this  thought  has  come  to  my  most 


unworthy  mind.  Does  the  Illustrious 
One  give  me  permission  to  speak?" 

"Speak!"  commanded  Lao  Boto. 

"The  Excellent  One  commands;  I 
obey.  The  plan  that  entered  my  humble 
head  is  this:  That  in  order  to  avert 
bloodshed,  even  though  the  white  man, 
Kenneth  Singleton  they  call  him,  is  a 
dog,  we  must  avoid  all  unpleasantness. 
So,  with  that  aim  in  mind,  may  I  not 
announce,  publicly,  her  betrothal  to  a 
man  of  my  choosing?" 

"True,  0  wise  Tai!  That  shall  be  done. 
Who  is  this  man  whom  \rou  have  chosen?" 

"The  Honorable  Taro  Loy,  a  worthy 
man,  O  Illustrious  One." 

"I  know  him  well,"  said  Lao  Boto, 
"A  wise  man,  and  kind,  and  gentle.  A 
fitting  one  for  the  descendant  of  the 
house  of  the  Samurai.  When  shall  you 
announce  it?" 

"I  shall  proclaim  it  tomorrow  at  the 
noon-day  meal.  I  had  spoken  to  his 
father  before  this,  and  he  is  agreed.  He 
shall  be  present  when  the  betrothal  is 
announced  tomorrow.  And,  would  the 
Shining  One  deign  to  honor  me  with 
his  presence  in  my  humble  home,  on 
tomorrow's  occasion?" 

The  next  morning,  Tai  Lashu  com- 
manded the  maid  servants  of  0  Sakura 
San  to  deck  her  in  the  finest  of  clothing, 
as  befitted  the  descendant  of  the  house 
of  the  Samurai,  the  most  famous  in 
Japan. 

They  did  so.  When  0  Sakura  San 
(whose  name  translated  into  proper 
English  means  Miss  Cherry-blossom), 
entered  the  banquet  room,  she  was  indeed 
a  sight  fit  for  the  gods.  But  underneath 
her  blushing  and  smiling  face,  there  was 
a  panic  unforeseen.  Well  Miss  Cherry- 
blossom  knew  that  she  was  to  be  be- 
trothed.    And   well   she   knew   who   her 
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betrothed  was;  this  much  had  been 
dropped  by  covert  hints  made  in  her 
presence.  Also,  as  was  the  custom,  the 
hereditary  sword  of  the  Samurai  had 
been  given  her  only  this  morning.  Its 
jeweled  hilt  and  scabbard  had  fascinated 
her.  Its  sharp  and  shining  edge  beckoned 
to  her.  She  knew  for  what  end  the 
sword  would  be  used  if  things  went 
wrong. 

Miss  Cherry-blossom  was  seated  on 
her  father's  right. 

At  the  end  of  the  banquet,  Tai  Lashu 
arose  and  proclaimed  the  betrothal  an- 
nouncement. 

Miss  Cherry-blossom  turned  pale.  At 
last  the  heavy  news  which  she  expected, 
yet  dreaded,  had  come.  While  the  guests 
went  home,  0  Sakura  San  felt  as  if  in  a 
trance. 

As  the  last  visitor  bowed  his  honorable 
self  out  the  door,  O  Sakura  San  turned 
and  fled  to  her  room,  where  she  burst 
into  a  deluge  of  tears. 

She  was  deaf  to  the  prayers  and  en- 
treaties of  her  maid-servants.  In  vain 
did  they  call  to  her,  but  Miss  Cherry- 
blossom  did  not  heed.  After  her  tears 
were  falling  no  longer,  she  fell  to  her 
knees  in  front  of  an  image  of  Buddha. 
Her  waiting-girls  had  been  ordered  im- 
periously from  the  room  while  she  prayed. 
All  through  the  afternoon  did  she  kneel 
in  prayer.  And  when  evening's  clouds 
curtained  the  sky,  still  she  prayed. 

At  last,  at  the  hour  in  which  she  was 
wont  to  meet  her  lover  in  the  secluded 
spot  by  the  Lotus  Pool,  in  the  Garden 
of  the  Temple,  she  arose. 

Calmly  she  commanded  a  waiting  girl 
to  bring  her  the  sword.  Breathlessly, 
with  dread  in  their  hearts,  the  girls 
cowered  in  the  far  corner  of  the  room. 


With  loving  touches,  0  Sakura  San 
fingered  the  jeweled  hilt  lying  on  the 
knees.  Proudly,  she  arose  from  her 
cushioned  lounge  and  stood  poised  in 
the  center  of  the  room,  with  sword  raised 
aloft,  and  spoke  these  words  to  the 
frightened  girls  before  her  who  listened 
with  the  stillness  about  them  that  is  ever 
hovering  near  the  Presence  of  Death. 

"By  this  most  Honorable  Sword,  the 
sword  of  my  forefathers  who  died  in 
heroic  bloodshed  for  their  country;  by 
this  sword,  which  has  passed  through 
the  hands  of  a  multitude  of  this  rever- 
enced House;  by  this  sword,  I  say;  I 
shall  never  be  an  inmate  of  the  home  of 
Taro  Loy!" 

She  paused.  The  weighted  silence 
pressed  upon  the  servants  and  choked 
them,  rendering  them  unable  to  speak. 

When  she  again  spoke,  her  words  were 
heavy  with  another  meaning.  She  seemed 
oblivious  to  the  presence  of  her  servants, 
of  the  luxurious  walls  about  her,  she  was 
oblivious  to  everything  but  the  task 
before  her. 

"To  you,  Kenneth,  my  lover,  will  my 
free  spirit  fly,  guarding  you  from  the 
perils  of  this  world.  Though  my  worth- 
less body  be  under  the  earth,  I  shall  be 
with  you  always  in  spirit.  Farewell  for 
all  meeting  on  earth.     Farewell!" 

O  Sakura  San  waved  the  shining  sword 
aloft,  and  then,  in  the  weighted  silence, 
plunged  it  into  her  body.  She  sank  be- 
fore the  shrine  of  Buddha,  her  out- 
stretched hands  clasping  its  base. 

Her  servants  say  to  this  day,  that 
above  her  dead  body  rose,  her  soul,  shin- 
ing in  its  pureness. 

It  floated  straight  to  the  Garden  of 
the  Temple. 

Alice  Bentleij,  '32. 
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TRIUMPH 

(Translated  from  an  Assyrian  Tablet  dated  3,750  B.C.) 


I,  Akkad,  came  to  Bel-Marduk, 

City  of  wide  renown. 

Circled  by  three  great  walls, 

And  found  the  mighty  gates  of  ebony 

and  brass 
Tight  closed. 

And  no  one  came  to  kneel  at  my  feet. 
Nor  offer  praise  and  gifts. 
But  ten  thousand  voices  sang  defiance, 
Ten  thousand  trumpets  blared  their  heat, 
And  grinning  faces  lined  the  walls, 
Flinging  their  taunts  and  jeers  at  me. 
But  now  .  .  . 

I,  Akkad,  leave  Bel-Marduk. 
Three  great  walls,  in  ruins  and  shambles 

lie; 


The  gates  of  ebony  and  brass  hang  open, 

and 
Lines  of  men  stand  waiting  to  kneel  at 

my  feet 
To  offer  tribute,  gifts  and  sweet  words. 
Ten  thousand  voices  sing  my  glory, 
But  ten  thousand  that  were,  are  silenced 

forever. 
And  grinning  heads  on  spear  points  line 

the  ruins, 
Flinging  unheard  curses  to  the  ravens, 
For  their  brothers  kiss  my  feet,  and  turn 
Honeyed  phrases,  praising  Me, 
Akkad, — Conqueror. 

James  Davenport,  '30. 


REGRET 

Happiness,  like  a  shining  goblet 

Of  crystal, 

I  held  in  careless  fingers. 

Laughing,  I  raised  it  to  my  lips 

To  drink. 

...  It  fell. 

I  gazed  at  the  sparkling  ruins 

At  my  feet. 

Bitter  tears  dropped  silently 

On  the  precious  fragments. 

My  happiness 

.  .  .  forever  lost. 

If  I  had  but  had  one  taste  before 

It  fell — 

If  I  had  but  had  one  moment  of  joy, 

Then  would  I  accept 

My  fate 

...  in  silence. 

Doris  Young,  '30. 


A  REVERIE  IN  MYTHOLOGY 

My  dreams  take  me  to  a  distant  sea, 
Where  once  great  heroes  wandered,  free; 
Where  outlined  'gainst  cerulean  sky 
Accompanied  by  the  sea-birds  cry, 
Endless  breakers  reach  the  shore, 
And  echoes  deep  in  Scyllas'  caverns,  roar; 
Where  wrathful,  bold  Charybdis  churns 
And  where  the  hearthfire  of  Circe  burns. 

My  dreams  take  me  to  a  distant  land 
Where   wandered   Polyphemus   and   the 

Cyclops  land; 
Where   Aetna  belches  forth  great  dark 

clouds, 
Whose  direful  fume,  Sicilian  shores  en- 
shrouds, 
And  where  by  a  dark  boiling  lake, 
Cerberus  abides,  to  show  all  man  his  fate; 
Where  in  Stygian  caves  the  furies  dwell, 
And  the  Sirens  sing  and  cast  their  deadly 
spell. 

Robert  Metiers,  '30. 
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FATE  AS  THE  DOCTOR 


Gaynam  Pryce  turned  back  the  pages 
of  the  novel,  reflectively  wishing  he  could 
do  the  same  to  those  pages  in  his  "Book 
of  Life."  He  realized,  bitterly,  that  his 
life's  record  was  in  much  blacker  print 
than  was  the  novel,  and  yet  he  refused 
to  allow  himself  to  accept  weak,  unmanly 
excuses  for  his  conduct  of  the  past  years. 
The  record  contained  many  reminders 
of  his  recent  experiences — word-pictures 
— pictures  he  regretted  having  to  recall — 
pictures  he  was  ashamed  of — the  little 
farm  in  Idaho  .  .  .  the  promise  he  made 
at  his  dying  wife's  bedside  ...  his  sad 
departure   to    Florida;     these   were   the 

pictures  that  began  his  meditations. 

******* 

One  evening's  sunset  had  passed  un- 
noticed by  the  two  who  generally  watched 
the  western  prairie  swallow  the  fiery 
brand  together,  Gaynam  and  his  wife. 
The  slanting  rays  found  a  solitary  figure, 
head  bent,  hands  clasped,  kneeling  beside 
the  bed.  Death  entered  the  tiny  room 
quietly. 

Yet  in  striking  contrast  to  this  solemn 
scene  was  the  happy  one  in  the  dining- 
room.  Little  Larry  was  celebrating  his 
first  birthday.  His  five-year-old  sister, 
Mary  Ann,  sat  on  his  right,  the  guest  of 
honor.  She  laughed  excitedly  at  Aunt 
Lanie,  who  had  given  up  a  brilliant  career 
to  take  the  place  of  her  sister — their 
mother  who  had  been  ill  since  Larry's 
birth.  Gay  Jr.,  five  years  his  sister's 
senior  and  therefore  quite  the  man,  was 
cutting  the  cake.  However,  the  de- 
pression in  the  air  was  so  noticeable  that 
Gay  Jr.  fidgeted  uncomfortably.  He 
answered,  on  being  questioned,  "I  donno 
what's  the  matter,  but  my  collar  feels 
awful  tight.  I  don't  want  the  rest  of 
my  cake,  either." 


Later  Gaynam  sold  the  farm  and  the 
family  moved  to  Florida  where  the 
"boom"  was  at  its  height.  Success  for 
the  Idaho  fanner  was  not  to  be.  At  the 
end  of  one  year,  the  real  estate  "sharks" 
had  taken  so  much  of  his  little  rtore  of 
money  that  Aunt  Lanie  was  forced, 
though  not  unwillingly,  to  use  her  personal 
savings  for  domestic  purposes.  Troubles 
turned  from  bad  to  worse.  Gaynam, 
with  the  excuse  that,  "death-bed  promises 
are  only  temporary  and  are  not  expected 
to  be  kept,"  married  again.  Where  was 
his  appreciation  for  his  sister-in-law's 
sacrifice?  Work  was  scarce,  and  his  in- 
come was  so  small  now  that  he  and  his 
new  wife  moved  to  a  plantation  settle- 
ment on  the  edge  of  the  "Glades,"  where 
in  the  course  of  time,  he  was  promoted 
to  the  position  of  foreman.  All  this  time 
Aunt  Lanie  was  struggling  with  no  help 
whatsoever  from  Gaynam,  to  bring  up 
his  children.  She  worked  at  odd  times 
when  Gay  Jr.  could  be  at  home  with  the 
children. 

Two  years  later  Gay  Jr.  stopped  school 
altogether  and  went  to  work  at  various 
jobs.  Since  Mary  Ann  and  Larry  were 
both  in  school  now,  Lanie  had  much 
more  free  time.  She  was  an  excellent 
dietician  and  succeeded  in  being  given 
complete  charge  of  the  primary  school 
cafeteria — a  place  where  she  could  keep 
an  eye  on  the  children,  too.  Gay  Jr., 
always  loyal  to  his  father,  blamed  him 
for  nothing  and  took  the  responsibility 
of  the  household  on  his  shoulders  as 
much  as  he  could.  Although  Gaynam's 
wife  was  often  in  town,  she  never  ventured 
near  her  husband's  children;  neither  did 
she  bring  any  word  of  Gaynam  to  the 
family. 

One  Saturday  in  her  cleaning,   Aunt 
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Lanie  came  across  Gay  Jr.'s  diary.  He 
had  started  it  at  the  beginning  of  his 
seventeenth  year,  yet  never  had  anyone 
attempted  to  read  it.  Lanie  sat  down 
and  glanced  through  the  first  entries. 
She  was  interested  in  learning  Gay  Jr.'s 
attitude  toward  the  situation  as  he  had 
voiced  it  in  the  diary  which  she  found 
to  be  a  complete  record  of  Gay  Jr.'s  life 
from  Larry's  first  birthday  party  to  the 
present  time.  No  complaining  at  all,  no 
blame  placed  on  his  father — but  instead, 
a  sort  of  apology  for  his  actions,  his  own 
humility  showing  between  the  lines. 
Lanie  finished  it  and  stared  blankly  at 
the  pages  as  she  turned  them;  she  was 
surprised  to  find  more  written.  Evidently 
it  was  Gay  Jr.'s  solution  of  the  problem. 
The  imaginary  ending  was  that  his  father, 
having  an  acute  attack  of  appendicitis, 
was  seriously,  almost  fatally  ill  at  the 
hospital.  Lanie  and  Gaynam's  wife  were 
brought  together  in  a  happy  reunion  by 
the  sudden  realization  of  all  they  had  in 
common. 

The  story  was  written  so  beautifully 
and  so  simply  that  Lanie  wondered  at 
the  possibility  of  publishing  it.  After  all 
it  was  an  interesting  subject  for  a  novel, 
and  it  contained  a  strong  emotional 
appeal;  so  she  went  over  the  work, 
correcting  errors  and,  where  it  was 
necessary,  changing  the  words  for  better 
effect.    The  book  was  successful  and  the 


money  helped  them  along  so  much  that 
Gay  Jr.  was  able  to  go  back  to  school 
again. 

******* 

It  was  this  book  of  Gay  Jr.'s  that 
Gay  nam  had  just  finished  and  that  he 
was  looking  backwards  through,  so  medi- 
tatively. As  he  continued  the  reading, 
he  started  suddenly,  as  he  realized  that 
the  turning  point  in  the  novel,  came  at 
the  critical  moment  which  had  its  parallel 
in  the  present  moment  in  his  life. 

Four  days  later  a  telegram  informed 
Lanie  and  the  children  that  Gay  nam  had 
been  gravely  injured  in  an  accident  re- 
sulting from  a  helper's  ignorance  of  the 
mechanism  at  the  sugar  mill.  Lanie  and 
Gay  Jr.  prepared  to  leave  immediately. 
All  the  way,  Lanie  kept  comparing  the 
incident  with  that  similar  one  in  Gay 
Jr.'s  novel.  How  would  she  face  Gaynam? 
What  should  she  say?  Did  they  expect 
her  to  come?    How  would  they  act? 

But  she  need  not  have  worried  so; 
Gaynam  was  sufficiently  ashamed  of  his 
selfishness  and  neglect  to  be  able  to 
understand  the  situation  thoroughly  and 
to  take  matters  into  his  own  hands  now. 
Hadn't  he  seen  that  it  was  "up  to  him" 
to  complete  the  real  story  in  such  a  way 
that  the  book  would  be  almost  a  true 
biography  of  his  life?  He  had.  He 
realized  it  only  too  well. 

Joe  Bingham,  '31. 


Leaping  cataract 
Gleaming  in  the  sun, 
Like  diamonds — 
Leaping  .  .  . 
Over  rocks. 
Tiny  bubbles 
Blue  and  green — 


THE  CATARACT 

Dancing  cataract 

Catching  the  evening  sun. 

Like  a  rainbow — 

Dancing  ... 

About  the  pebbles 

Like  jewels 

Red  and  yellow- 


Bouncing  on  their  journey 
To  the  sea. 


Winding,  ever  winding 

To  the  sea.      Mary  Bellew,  '30. 
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YOUTH  VS.  AGE 


Our  younger  generation  is  growing  up 
in  a  period  of  violent  change  and  read- 
justment. Older  morals  and  standards 
seem  to  have  vanished  and  as  no  new 
set  of  standards  has  been  devised,  owing 
to  the  whirlwind  rate  at  which  the 
modern  world  travels,  the  youth-of- 
today  arc  facing  the  difficult  task  of 
hammering  out  a  new  moral  code  to  fit 
the  game  of  life  as  it  is  played  today. 

To  those  who  love  the  past,  the  present 
seems  racing  downhill,  gaining  speed  as 
it  goes.  The  generation  of  yesteryear 
sees  youth  as  careless,  heedless  and  lack- 
ing common  sense.  It  also  maintains  that 
youth  has  little  respect  for  chivalr}^ 
modesty  and  achievement  and  that  it  is 
thoroughly  bent  on  its  own  pleasures, 
which  at  times  are  reckless  and  shocking. 
To  the  casual  onlooker,  the  modern 
youth  goes  farther,  lives  faster,  drinks 
deeper  and  pets  wilder  than  the  rest, 
but  this  is  true  of  only  those  who  make  a 
great  deal  of  noise  and  "ballyhoo,"  which 
acts  as  a  powerful  magnet  to  attract  the 
minds  and  thoughts  of  the  older  people, 
who  at  once  condemn  every  youth  as  the 
same. 

To  the  more  observant  onlooker,  how- 
ever, youth  learns  faster,  thinks  straighter, 
creates  finer  and  stands  more  secure  in 
its  tracks  than  any  generation  before  it. 
What  they  do  is  madly  done  to  relieve 
themselves  of  this  "machine-age  mo- 
notony." 

The  older  people  are  dumbfounded. 
They  cannot  comprehend  the  freedom  of 
youth.  Yet  for  all  these  supposed  evils 
they  offer  no  remedy,  not  even  the  one 
that  youth,  itself,  was  first  to  suggest: 
that  "the  laxity  of  manners  and  freedom 
in  youth  can  most  easily  be  corrected  by 
a    firmer    control    on    the    part    of    the 


parents."  Can  it  be  that  the  older 
generation  is  disintegrating  under  the 
same  influences  that  affect  youth? 

"It  is  true  that  youth  has  made  man}' 
mistakes,  but  are  they  worse  than  the 
mistakes  of  their  parents?"  This  point 
is  the  chief  difficulty  of  the  entire  dis- 
cussion. Their  parents  act  both  as  jury 
and  judge,  try  "youth"  and  condemn  it. 
Even  if  youth  were  allowed  to  testify 
on  its  own  behalf  it  would  be  at  a  dis- 
advantage of  never  having  known  their 
parents  when  they,  too,  were  younger. 

"Be  it  good  or  be  it  bad,  this  is  our 
generation.  It  is  the  task  of  youth  to 
create  and  not  argue."  This  opportunity 
is  tremendous  and  offers  youth  a  chance 
to  erect  for  itself  a  great  monument  of 
its  own  ideas  and  standards.  Usually 
youth  wants  to  fight  prejudice  but  the 
older  generation  begs  it  only  to  create, 
not  waste  its  time  in  purposeless  living, 
because  the  future  of  the  nation  depends 
upon  today's  youth.  If  this  is  true  then 
it  is  the  place  of  the  older  people  to  allow 
youth  a  clear  passage  and  not  hinder 
them  by  their  stinging  critical  remarks. 

The  real  issue  then  is  this:  "Are  young 
people  of  today  capable  of  being  masters 
of  their  own  age  and  of  working  out 
their  own  ideas  to  the  highest  degree  of 
success?"  Youth  cannot  travel  far  until 
it  "knows  itself,"  finds  out  its  weaknesses 
and  corrects  them,  and  most  important 
of  all,  knows  the  best  things  of  the  past, 
for  it  is  upon  these  that  it  must  build  its 
new  ideals  and  help  readjust  the  world 
in  which  he  lives,  to  new  times  and  con- 
ditions. 

In  spite  of  this,  the  A'oung  people  are 
facing  two  dangers,  which  threaten  to 
become  damaging  losses; — the  loss  of  a 
clear  cut  ideal  to  follow,  and  the  loss  of 
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an  adventurous  faith  in  humanity.  Both 
seem  to  force  the  more  thoughtful  youth 
into  a  keen  critical  attitude  towards 
modern  society,  and  in  quest  of  a  sounder 
foundation  on  which  to  build  a  new  and 
better  house  of  civilization. 

Many  of  the  present-day  youth  are 
more  alert,  show  better  self-control,  know 
more — much  more  of  life  than  did  the 
previous  generations  at  the  same  age. 
Young  people  of  today  exhibit  far  finer 
plrysical    prowess    and    healthier    habits 


and  modes  of  dress  than  any  previous 
generation.  The  youth  are  better  in- 
formed and  use  a  far  superior  technique 
in  most  fields  of  endeavor. 

Many  of  them  face  life  more  squarely 
and  see  through  pretense  quicker  than 
their  fathers  did.  They  have  unbounded 
confidence  in  their  own  ability  and  can 
achieve  astonishing  results,  if  they  want 
to,  because  they  are  trained  in  a  new, 
scientific  educational  process  of  a  new 
kind  of  mastery  over  life. 

Ernest  Spencer,  '31. 


AH  ME!   THIS  YOUNGER  GENERATION! 


"Thomas'" 

A  faint  shiver  raced  up  and  down  his 
spine  and  left  him  extremely  doubtful  as 
to  whether  or  not  he  should  continue 
cautiously  out  the  front  door.  But  then, 
that  "hanged"  door  would  probably 
squeak  and  then — well  he  hated  to  think 
of  it.  And  besides,  although  the  por- 
tieres were  almost  closed,  his  chances  of 
getting  out  the  door  without  the  folks 
who  were  chatting  over  their  tea  in  the 
dining  room  seeing  him,  were  very  slim. 

"Yes,  mother"  (very  meekly). 

"Where  are  you?" 

"Right  here  in  the  hall." 

"Well  now,  get  right  at  your  lessons 
so  you  can  get  to  bed  early." 

"Why"  (going  toward  the  door  hur- 
riedly), "I  have  my  lessons  all  done!" 

"What?  Weren't  you  telling  me  just 
a  little  while  ago  how  much  st — 

"Yes,  I  know,  mother.  But  they  all 
turned  out  to  be  awfully  easy." 

"By  the  way,  Thomas,  who  was  it 
that  just  phoned  a  minute  ago?" 

"Oh-er,  a  friend,  a  school  chum." 

In  "Dad's"  deep  voice,  "And  was  it 
male  or  female?" 

"Ton  my  word  'Clem',  I  do  believe 
I     heard    that     door     close.       Thomas! 


Thomas!     Thomas  B.  Atwood,  if  you're 
there,  come  here  this  instant!" 

But  no  answer  greeted  their  ears.  He 
had  gone. 

"Well,  by  gosh,"  said  the  head  of  the 
family.  "Now  we'll  just  see  if  he  can 
get  away  with  that.  The  car's  outside 
and  I'll— 

He  stopped  suddenly  and  a  smile 
curved  the  corner  of  his  mouth.  He 
turned  slowly  and  confronted  his  wife 
who  had  anxiously  followed  him. 

"I  mean  the  car  was  outside." 

"Oh  Clem,  don't  tell  me  he's — 

"Yeah,  he's  off  with  the  car.  Gone 
a-courtin'  a  fair  damsel." 

And  then  a  roar  of  laughter  broke 
forth. 

"'Member  the  time  we  were  to  meet 
down  at  the  old  mill-pond?  And  I  was 
late  and  scared  stiff  you  wouldn't  wait 
for  me.  So  I  hooked  the  parson's  gig, 
and  wasn't  I  glad  to  see  you  still  waiting 
for  me!" 

"Yes,  and  I  hope  she  slaps  Thomas' 
face  for  him  as  I  should  have  done  yours." 

And  then  dad  says  in  a  reflective  mood, 
"But  we  must  punish  him.  We  must 
use  discipline,  Mary." 

Everett  Wilson,  '31. 
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DISILLUSIONED 


I  stand  at  the  bottom  of  a  stygian  chasm — 

Arms  stretched  upward,  hands  extended, 

Trying  to  reach  beyond  the  gloom — 

Head  upturned,  body  erect, 

Eyes  peircing  the  blackness 

Searching  in  vain  for  light. 

Obscurity,  deadly  obscurity' 

A  faint  gleam  penetrates; 

It    grows    steadier,    brighter,    nearer — a 

blinding  glare. 
Brighter  .  .  .  nearer  .  .  . 
I   crouch   at   the   bottom   of   the   same 

chasm — 


Arms  bent  inward,  hands  outspread. 

Shrinking  from  the  dazzling  blaze — 

Head  turned  back,  body  stooped, 

Eyes  tightly  closed, 

Shutting  out  the  relentless  light. 

Brilliance,  torturing  brilliance! 

Slowly  it  fades, 

Casting  grotesque  shadows  on  the  oblique 

walls. 
Cool,  soothing  dimness  .  .  . 
I    rest    at   the    bottom    of   a    darkened 

chasm — 
Relieved. 

Joe  Bingham,  '31. 


WHO'LL  RULE  THE  HOUSE?" 
(Suggested  by  a  Moving  Picture) 


Every  man  thinks  his  honeymoon  is 
going  to  last.  Eveiy  woman,  deep  in 
her  heart,  wants  it  to  last;  but  first  she 
is  going  to  find  out  who  is  to  be  boss  in 
her  household.  If  only  she  had  sense 
enough  to — but  this  is  what  happened  to 
me.  One  day  just  before  Fred  and  I 
went  to  the  minister's  to  be  married, 
I  saw  a  few  lines  in  a  newspaper.  They 
were  written  by  some  editor: 

"There  are  three  kinds  of  marriage: 
the  one  in  which  the  woman  rules  the 
man;  another  in  which  the  man  rules 
the  woman;  and  the  third  where  the 
fight  is  still  going  on." 

We  went  on  our  honeymoon  trip  to  a 
fishing  resort  on  the  shore  of  a  lake  way 
up  in  the  north  country.  It  is  wild  there : 
oak  trees,  miles  of  broken  shore  line, 
summer  cottages  scattered  here  and 
there.  We  were  happy,  of  course;  but  I 
wonder  if  any  honeymoon  is  a  complete 
success?  I  had  so  much  to  worry  about. 
That  little  paragraph  stuck  in  my  mind. 
Was  Fred  going  to  dominate  me? — or 
was  I  going  to  have  to  be  one  of  those 
nagging  wives  who  told  their  husbands 


when  to  shave  and  when  to  change  their 
shirts.  I  hoped  he  would  tell  me  every- 
thing. That  was  what  marriage  was 
and  I  intended  to  tell  him  everything. 
Why  not?  I  hoped,  also,  that  he  would 
let  me  have  my  own  way  in  everything. 
That  would  prove  he  loved  me. 

On  our  third  honeymoon  morning  I 
looked  my  husband  over  carefully  as  we 
sat  on  the  bank  of  the  lake.  He  was  still 
fishing.  I  watched  him  with  worshipful 
pride.  He  seemed  absolutely  perfect,  for 
every  other  man  I  knew  seemed  hope- 
lessly dull  beside  him.  But  was  he  the 
strong  domineering  kind  that  couldn't 
be  led  or  bent?  I  had  always  worked  in 
stores  and  been  ordered  about  a  great 
deal.  It  wouldn't  hurt  me  to  do  a  little 
ruling  in  this  new  kingdom  of  mine.  I 
would  try  out  my  new  husband  and  see 
how  far  I  could  go.  I  spoke  in  a  voice  of 
gentle  command, 

"You've  fished  long  enough,  Fred. 
Let's  go  now  and  pick  some  leaves  to 
trim  the  cabin  with." 

My  husband  of  three  days  gave  me  a 
look,  "How  do  you  get  that  way?    They're 
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just  beginning  to  bite — and  you  scared 
that  big  one  away!    Didn't  you  see  him?" 

I  spoke  more  firmly.  "Come  on!  I 
guess  if  you  want  to  please  me,  you'll  do 
as  I  say." 

"And  if  you  want  to  please  me,  you'll 
shut  up  and  do  as  I  say!" 

I  walked  a  mile  in  the  hot  sun  to  the 
cabin  by  myself,  and  went  in  and  had  a 
good  cry.  Also,  I  thought  up  a  lot  of 
mean  things  to  say  when  Fred  came  in 
two  hours  later — not  at  once,  as  I  had 
expected. 

It  took  six  hours  to  make  up  that 
quarrel.  The  burden  of  our  entire  talk 
was,  "If  you  want  to  please  me,  you'll 
do  as  I  say."  We  repeated  this  to  each 
other  like  a  couple  of  comedians  in  a  bad 
vaudeville  act,  and  ended  just  where  we 
began.  Fred  was  still  boss.  Not  per- 
manently, however,  I  decided.  Yet  I 
would  keep  still  for  a  while.  I  didn't  like 
the  way  his  face  got  red  and  the  way  he 
kicked  the  firewood  when  he  filled  the 
stove.  Then  we  had  a  kissing,  loving 
time,  and  I  almost  forgot  the  thing  that 
worried  me.  We  settled  down  in  our 
little  four-room  bungalow  in  town,  an 
attractive  little  place  with  a  yard  to  hang 
the  clothes  and  room  for  a  little  garden. 

As  time  went  by,  a  strange,  freakish 
mania  came  over  me.  I  loved  to  tell 
Fred  to  do  a  thing,  then  watch  him  go  and 
do  it.  It  was  remarkable  how  much 
pleasure  I  got  out  of  this  method  of  ty- 
ranny. He  did  not  always  obey  me, 
but  when  I  wept  freely,  he  generally 
rushed  and  did  as  he  was  told.  Power! 
I  often  thought  of  lordly  floorwalkers. 
Now  I  knew  why  they  strutted  and 
looked  down  their  noses.  Other  persons 
were  doing  as  they  told  them  to  do. 
And  now  Fred  was  my  slave!  Yet  I  had 
a  sneaking  feeling  there  was  something 
wrong  somewhere. 


Three  months  went  by.  Fred  sulked 
a  great  deal,  answered  me  in  gruff  tones 
and  scowled  when  I  spoke  to  him.  He 
made  me  think  of  a  bear  with  a  chain 
round  its  neck.  Things  were  far  from 
satisfactory,  but  I  didn't  know  just 
what  was  wrong.  However,  I  was 
glad  Fred  was  not  like  my  next  door 
neighbor's  husband. 

One  night  when  this  man  came  home, 
supper  wasn't  ready  for  him.  We  could 
hear  him  way  out  in  our  own  kitchen. 

"What  have  you  been  doing  all  day? 
Think  I  pay  for  your  clothes  and  keep 
just  for  you  to  sit  around  and  play  the 
phonograph?    Up  with  the  grub  now!" 

We  heard  the  meek  little  wife's  reply, 
"Oh,  Hugh,  I  had  to  go  down  and  pay 
the  gas  bill,  and  there  was  such  a  long 
line!" 

I  gave  Fred  a  look  across  our  dining 
room  table.  "Now  if  that  were  my 
husband!"  I  said  with  a  significant  pause. 

Maybe  Fred  wasn't  feeling  well. 
Maybe  he  was  tired.  He  laughed — a 
sarcastic  laugh  that  cut  me  to  the  heart. 

"I  wish  he  were!  By  golly,  I'd  pay 
five  dollars  a  seat  to  see  a  husband  make 
you  do  the  goosestep!" 

This  tribute  pleased  me .  "  Never  mind, 
dear,"  I  said,  "you  suit  me,  and  after 
supper  you  can  put  that  new  piece  of  oil 
cloth  on  the  kitchen  sink." 

"Fred  ate  his  meal  with  apparent  meek- 
ness, but  immediately  afterward  he 
walked  out,  calling,  "'Night!"  to  me  out 
of  the  corner  of  his  mouth.  I  called  after 
him,  wanting  to  know  where  he  was 
going,  but  he  didn't  ansv/er  me.  I  sewed 
on  alone  under  the  evening  lamp,  planning 
a  lecture  that  would  prevent  happenings 
like  this  in  the  future. 

When  he  came  in  about  nine  o'clock 
I  got  the  shock  of  my  life.  He  wasn't 
alone.     He   came  into  the  living  room 
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leading  somebody  by  the  hand.  It  was 
his  cousin,  Catherine  Dunn,  an  orphan 
girl  of  nineteen,  who  had  lately  been  the 
cause  of  several  bitter  quarrels  between 
us.  Catherine  had  been  supporting  her- 
self but  had  suffered  a  bad  auto  accident 
which  had  made  her  unfit  for  work  for 
several  months  yet.  Fred  had  declared 
it  would  be  only  decent  for  us  to  take  her 
in  until  she  got  in  shape  to  earn  her  living 
again.  He  was  right,  of  course,  but  we 
had  been  married  only  three  months,  and 
I  wasn't  quite  sure  yet  of  my  power  over 
Fred.  To  have  a  pretty  young  woman  in 
the  house,  even  if  she  was  Fred's  own 
cousin!  He  had  sent  for  her  to  come, 
unknown  to  me ! 

Here  she  stood,  a  pretty  little  thing 
in  a  handsome  fur  coat.  There  was 
nothing  to  do  but  make  her  welcome. 

"This  is  so  good  of  you,  cousin  Ella," 
she  said.  She  looked  very  shy  and  win- 
some in  the  lamplight,  very  sensitive 
about  coming  to  seek  charity. 

"We  have  lots  of  room!"  I  said,  taking 
her  into  the  bedroom  and  helping  her 
with  her  things. 

How  my  voice  trembled!  The  things 
I  would  say  to  Fred!  Fred  had  followed 
us  into  the  room,  a  boisterous  swagger  in 
his  walk,  and  tone,  as  he  said, 

"Sure  thing  we  have,  Catherine!  This 
house  is  quite  large  enough  for  three,  and 
you  can  play  with  the  radio  and  the  fuzzy 
cat  till  you  get  strong  and  husky  again." 

She  ran  to  him  and  squeezed  his  hands. 
"Splendid,  old  Fred!  Just  wait,  I'll  make 
it  up  to  you  some  day!" 

"Oh,  ho!"  laughed  my  husband  in  his 
most  indulgent  tender  voice,  "what  could 
a  baby  like  you  do?"  And  he  actually 
picked  her  up  under  one  arm  and  carried 
her  out,  like  a  fluffy  kitten,  into  the  living- 
room  and  dropped  her  on  the  couch. 
We  three  passed  the  evening  together. 
Maybe  you  can  imagine  my  feelings. 


After  Catherine  had  gone  to  bed,  Fred 
and  I  began  to  quarrel.  He  showed 
at  once  that  this  was  no  ordinary  quarrel. 
It  would  be  the  deciding  battle  of  our 
lives.  Either  he  won,  or  I  did.  From 
this  visit  of  Catherine's  was  to  grow  the 
entire  form  and  mold  of  our  life  together. 
Indeed,  it  was  to  decide  whether  we 
stayed  together  at  all.  Fred  broke 
squarely  into  the  middle  of  my  long 
speech. 

"I'll  tell  you  this,  Ella.  This  is  my 
house,  and  I  pay  the  rent,  buy  the  food, 
pay  for  your  clothes.  If  you  didn't  do 
the  housework,  I  could  hire  a  woman; 
or  in  fact  Cathy  would  be  glad  to  do  it. 
I've  let  you  think  up  to  now  that  you 
were  boss,  because  you  got  such  a  kick 
out  of  it,  and  I  like  to  please  children; 
but  from  now  on  things  go  as  I  say." 

I  was  trembling  so  I  could  hardly  stand 
and  said,  "A  wife  has  some  rights  above 
just  board  and  lodging!  You  didn't  even 
let  me  know  she  was  coming.  I'll  be 
that  paid  housekeeper  myself  and  noth- 
ing more.  I'm  going  to  sleep  in  the 
living-room!" 

"All  right,  go  ahead  and  sleep  in  the 
living  room,"  said  my  husband  of  three 
months. 

Two  weeks  passed,  some  days  I  won- 
dered if  I  had  ever  loved  Fred,  and  I 
convinced  myself  that  he  didn't  love  me 
and  never  had.  What  awful  bitterness 
people  can  build  up  in  their  hearts!  How 
quickly  loving  words,  tender  glances,  soft 
caresses,  can  be  replaced  by  coldness, 
slights,  and  cruelty. 

If  cousin  Catherine  knew  the  dreadful 
thing  that  had  happened  between  Fred 
and  me,  she  gave  not  the  slightest  sign. 
She  was  like  a  poisoned  thorn  in  my  flesh. 
My  husband  was  her  slavish  servant. 
She  had  such  attractive  ways.  She'd 
come  out  of  her  bedroom  in  the  morning, 
"a  trailing  cloud  of  glory"  and  say  "the 
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mean  old  button  on  my  slipper  won't 
button,  Freddie.  Just  hook  him  up  with 
your  strong;  old  fingers,  that's  an  angel." 

You  should  have  seen  the  angel  down 
on  his  knees  at  once!  Catherine  took 
more  waiting  on  than  a  movie  actress  on 
location.  She  dropped  papers,  books  and 
pencils  for  pure  love  of  seeing  him  rush 
to  restore  them.  She  asked  his  advice 
about  the  most  outlandish  things. 

"Do  you  mind,  Freddie,  if  I  take  a 
walk  to  the  top  of  Teapot  Hill  today?" 

Fred  appeared  to  be  tickled  to  death. 
He  assumed  his  most  lordly  air  saying, 
"I  can't  allow  3-ou.  You  are  not  strong 
enough  yet.  Tonight  when  I  get  home 
we'll  drive  up  and  see  the  sunset." 

It  was  really  painful  to  see  the  smile 
of  entire,  complete  satisfaction  that  came 
over  Catherine's  face.  She  liked  it.  This 
idiot  liked  to  have  a  big,  huskv  man  tell 
her  what  to  do — and  he  liked  telling  her! 

I  walked  to  Teapot  Hill  myself  that 
afternoon  and  sat  alone  a  long  time,  on 
a  big  flat  boulder,  looking  into  the  valley. 
For  a  month  now  Fred  and  I  had  been 
living  apart  like  strangers.  Each  night 
I  crept  alone  onto  the  cheerless  living- 
room  couch,  there  to  toss  in  restless 
agony  of  heart  and  body.  Fred  made 
no  effort  to  make  up;  certainly  I  did  not. 
We  spoke  to  each  other,  of  course,  but 
such  cutting,  sarcastic  remarks!  I  was 
getting  into  a  frightful  mental  state. 
Where  was  the  beauty  I  had  seen  in  life 
four  months  ago?  Once  sunsets  had 
meant  Fred's  arm  about  me  at  an  open 
window.  The  nights — tears  filled  my 
eyes;  for  the  nights  had  been  filled  with 
the  music  of  the  world — the  song  of 
songs.  Things  must  change,  and  change 
quickly.  I  was  losing  my  husband, 
losing  him  to  this  fluffy  gold-headed 
cousin. 

The  house  was  very  still  when  I  got 


home.  It  was  later  than  I  had  thought. 
They  had  gone  up  the  hill  by  another 
road  while  I  was  walking  down.  Here 
was  my  house,  where  I  had  been  so 
happy — a  house  meant  to  be  a  home, 
with  loving  words  and  smiling  faces 
inside  it,  to  shut  out  the  hardness  of  an 
indifferent  world.  There  was  but  one 
thing  left  for  me  to  do.  I  wrote  a  note, 
pinned  it  over  the  kitchen  sink,  packed 
a  bag,  and  stumbled  out  of  my  darkened 
doorway,  down  the  street  to  a  trolley 
car.     The  note  was  short  and  read: 

"We  can't  go  on  this  way,  Fred.  I  am 
going  to  mother's  until  you  find  out 
whether  you  want  me  any  more." 

Many  a  woman  has  taken  a  ride  such 
as  I  took  that  night.  Lights  in  little 
homes  winked  past  my  blurred  ej^es  as 
the  trolley  sped  along.  At  the  country 
station  where  I  alighted  little  cars  were 
waiting  to  meet  somebod}' — happy  wives 
or  happy  husbands.  I  went  up  to  the  gate 
of  my  mother's  house.  It  was  all  dark, 
but  the  lilac  bush  scented  the  night  air 
thickly.  I  sank  down  on  the  steps  and 
cried  a  long  time,  waiting  for  my  mother 
to  come  home  and  take  me  in.  Then  a 
sputtering  taxi  ground  to  a  stop  at  the 
gate;  a  figure,  a  big  man's  figure,  rushed 
up  to  me  in  the  half  gloom. 

"Ella!  Ella!"  called  my  husband,  sit- 
ting down  beside  me  and  trying  to  drag 
me  into  his  arms.  "Haven't  we  played 
the  fool  long  enough?  Come  on  back, 
dear.     We'll  make  a  go  of  it  some  way." 

I  sat  silent  a  while,  listening  to  the  taxi 
driving  away.  "Fred,  do  you  think  we 
can,  if  I  let  you  be  boss?" 

"No,  I'll  let  you  be  boss!"  he  insisted 
tenderly. 

"But  what  will  we  do  with  Catherine? 
She  must  have  seen  my  silly  note." 

Fred  laughed  comfortingly  as  he 
squeezed    me    tight.     "No,    she    didn't. 
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I  took  her  to  the  train  at  sunset.  I  wasn't  sniveling  like  that!  Do  you  hoar  me?" 
able  to  stand  such  an  idiot  around  any  So  we  wont  down  the  street  hand  in 
longer.     Besides — besides — there,      stop      hand,  Fred  singing  a  song  while  I  listened. 

Veronica  (in Inn.  '.;/. 


MY  ROOM 

Mj'  room  is  mine — 

A  world  apart, 

Far  from  the  haunts  of  men. 

It  is  a  place 

Where  I,  alone, 

Can  study  "me"  again. 

I  speak  to  it 

In  confidence; 

It  knows  my  every  thought. 

I  shut  my  door 

And  dwell  alone, 

A  self-willed  exile  wrought. 

Joe  Bingham,  'SI. 


CANOEING 
In  the  softly  deepening  twilight 
When  the  crimson  sun  has  fled. 
And  the  ripple  leaves  the  lake  top. 
And  the  world  prepares  for  bed ; 
Like  a  magic  curtain  falling. 
Steals  the  night  so  soft  and  still. 
And  the  moon,  a  silver  crescent. 
Climbs  up  o'er  the  pine  topped  hill, 
Then's  the  time  to  go  canoeing; 
Down  the  moonbeam's  silver  stream 
Straight  across  the  lake  I  paddle, 
All  alone  with  just  my  dreams. 

Doris  Van  Cise,  '30. 


MY  FRIENDSHIPS 


As  the  years  go  by  and  I  begin  to 
realize  what  life  is,  I  often  wonder  about 
my  friends,  why  they  appeal  to  me,  why 
I  am  willing  to  overlook  their  faults. 

It  seems  as  though  a  person's  friends 
constitute  a  little  world  apart.  The 
person  himself  is  the  center,  and  these 
other  people  become  attached  to  him  in 
some  peculiar  way.  They  are  likely 
different  in  type,  in  interests,  in  ages. 

In  my  own  little  world  no  two  of  my 
friends  are  in  any  way  alike.  I  ap- 
preciate one's  ideals,  another's  intellect, 
another's  talent,  another's  sympathy. 
In  fact  putting  every  one  of  these  quali- 
ties together  I  would  have  my  ideal 
person. 

We  usually  admire  in  others  some 
virtue  we  would  like  to  possess  our- 
selves. I  have  attempted  to  analyze 
the  underlying  reasons  for  liking  my 
five  most  intimate  friends;  the  result 
being:      first,    A's   ideals,    devotion,    in- 


tellect, ambition  and  self  control;  second, 
B's  spirit:  third,  C's  talent,  intellect, 
and  culture;  fourth  D's  artistic  ability, 
charm,  experience;  fifth,  E's  accom- 
plishment, devotion,  generosity,  and  phil- 
osophy. These  friends'  ages  range  from 
sixteen  to  fifty  years;  three  happen  to 
be  men,  two  women.  My  acquaintance 
with  each  has  had  more  influence  on 
me  than  heredity  or  upbringing.  The 
chance  meeting  can  be  reckoned  by  a 
split  second. 

When  I  felt  the  need  of  ideals  I  was 
floundering  around  in  a  snow  storm 
nearly  freezing.  For  days  I  had  won- 
dered which  course  in  life  to  take  and 
this  particular  evening  was  traveling  in 
a  blizzard  to  see  my  mother.  Quite  acci- 
dentally I  met  the  person  who  diverted 
my  attention  from  my  present  needs  and 
later  supplied  the  ideals.  It  was  a 
fortunate  split  second  for  me  because 
mother   would   have    chosen   a    different 
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course,  which  would  have  been  folly,  as 
we  can  see  now. 

Being  in  a  charitable  mood  I  waded 
through  the  slush  and  mud  for  two  miles 
one  spring  day  to  call  on  an  invalid. 
There  I  met  a  person  who  was  to  suggest 
my  career. 

After  an  invigorating  swim,  I  sat  on 
the  river  bank  drying  my  hair.  I  thought 
no  one  was  near,  but  there  suddenly 
came  a  reflection  on  the  water.    I  hurried 


around  and  met  the  person  who  later 
taught  me  the  value  of  manners  and 
charm. 

Thus  by  one  tick  of  the  clock  at  the 
psychological  moment,  new  friendships 
have  entered  my  life,  each  one  bringing 
a  precious  gift. 

If  Fate  always  gives  me  a  friend  at  the 
right  moment,  I  shall  believe  my  life  is 
charmed — by  friendships. 

Barbara  Farrelly,  '30. 


"DAY  DREAMS' 


"Day  dreams" "pipe  dreams" 

or  whatever  you  want  to  call  them,  that's 
what  I  have.  Often,  have  I  indulged  in 
them  both  at  home  and  at  school.  Mr. 
Webster  says  they  are  "fanciful  musings." 
Hmm!  Well,  probably  that  is  what  I 
enjoy  at  times.  Anyway,  far  be  it  from 
me  to  dispute  with  Mr.  Webster. 

The  other  day,  I  was  having  one  of 
these  "fanciful  musings"  when  the  his- 
tory teacher  awakened  me  by  asking  me 
to  explain  "Hamilton's  financial  policy." 
Can  you  imagine  such  a  blow?  As  a  re- 
sult of  my  answer,  she  made  an  appoint- 
ment with  me  for  the  following  Thursday 
afternoon  to  come  and  tell  her  all  about 
it.  I  wonder  if  my  social  calendar  is 
open  on  that  date.  Hmm!  Something 
tells  me  it  had  better  be,  or  I'll  know  the 
reason  why. 

To  begin  with 

I  imagine  myself  out  in  the  great 
northwest  riding  horseback.  (Why  I 
picked  on  the  horses  is  more  than  I'll 
ever  know.)  The  wind  brushes  the  cob- 
webs from  my  head,  and  I  feel  free  and 
happy.  History,  English,  and  Short- 
hand are  all  cast  to  the  four  winds.  On 
and  on  I  ride  without  a  care  in  the  world. 

Sometimes    I    imagine    myself    as    an 


heiress  to  quantities  of  money.  Oh, 
there  are  so  many  things  I'd  do  with  it. 
For  "Pop"  and  "Mom,"  I'd  buy  a  beau- 
tiful home  in  a  quiet,  restful  place  where 
they  wouldn't  have  a  thing  to  worry 
about.  If  "Mom"  wished  it,  there  would 
be  a  capable  staff  of  servants,  although, 
I  doubt  very  much  if  she  would  have 
them  around.  Then,  I  would  like  to  help 
those  people  who  have  been  visited  fre- 
quently by  misfortune.  For  orphaned 
children,  I  would  establish  a  school  or 
second  home  and  .  .  .  oh,  why  go  on 
any  more. 

Then,  (I  am  serious  now)  I  see  visions 
of  a  black  clothed  figure  walking  in  a 
garden  of  beautiful  flowers  saying  the 
rosary.  It  is  quiet  and  beautiful  there, 
and  so  restful.  The  dark  clothed  figure 
seems  so  happy,  and  her  eyes  are  lumi- 
nous with  love  for  Him.  Upon  her  pale 
countenance  is  a  serene  look  of  happi- 
ness. Strange  to  say,  I  never  have  seen 
clearly  the  face  of  the  dark  hooded 
figure,  and  yet  I  can  imagine  what  it  is 
like. 

These  are  only  a  few  of  my  "day 
dreams"  or  "fanciful  musings."  Some- 
other  time,  I'll  tell  you  of  the  others. 

Catherine  Breen,  '30. 
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HOW  COULD  SHE'. 


"Whether  you  like  it  or  not,  we  play 
'Bambalina'!"  argued  Joe  Allen  of  the 
"Collegiate  Five."  "You  fellows  know 
it  is  my  turn  to  choose  the  piece!" 

"Oh,  don't  think  that  just  because 
you  stand  up  front  with  a  fiddle  and 
we're  practising  in  your  house,  you  can 
boss  us  around!"  retorted  Bob  Welling- 
ton, pianist.  "I  say,  let's  play  an  old 
piece  'Rain,'  for  instance!" 

And  then,  as  usual,  Franky  Golding, 
sax  player,  suggested,  "Naw,  we'll  vote 
on  it!" 

This  brought  no  immediate  response. 
Finally,  with  a  ta-taa-ta-taa  on  his 
trumpet  to  call  attention,  Larry  Noonan 
gave  a  very  lengthy  and  elaborate  speech 
which  in  brief  said  that  for  two  3rears  the 
orchestra  had  stumbled  along,  getting 
nowhere  except  for  a  couple  of  dollars  a 
man  and  a  little  education  in  the  so-called 
"  ham-and-egg"  music.  He  said  that 
they  should  have  a  leader  to  tell  them 
what  to  do,  thus  saving  all  arguments. 
This  brought  about  the  voting  for  a 
leader.  Ray  Marsh,  drummer,  after 
counting  the  votes,  announced  that 
Franky  Golding  was  the  new  leader  by  a 
vote  of  four  to  one. 

All  this  prologue  occurred  several 
months  ago,  but  it  shows  the  origin  of 
"Franky  Golding's  Rulers  of  Rhythm," 
now  playing  at  Cape  Cod  Inn,  Chatham, 
summer  home  of  Boston's  socially  elite. 

The  summer  was  a  succession  of  suc- 
cessful tea  and  supper  dances.  On  Thurs- 
day nights  the  orchestra  ran  its  own 
dances  at  the  Rose  Ballroom,  Hyannis. 
These  "whoopee"  times  at  Hyannis  were 
becoming  the  talk  of  the  Cape. 

One  Thursday  night,  or  rather  Friday 
morning  about  a  week  or  ten  days  before 
the  close  of  the  season,  the  boys  were 


in  Larry's  room  discussing  plans  for  tho 
winter.  Larry  paused  in  the  polishing 
of  his  trumpet  long  enough  for,  "I'm 
going  to  forget  music  after  this  summer. 
I  graduated  from  High  School  last  June, 
and  I'll  be  darned  if  my  education  stops 
there.  Guess  I'll  accept  that  athletic 
scholarship  to  Colton  Prep." 

"Don't  get  yourself  all  hot  and  bothered 
over  that  chance!"  (this  from  Frank) 
"You  know  that  classy  little  blonde 
that  fell  for  my  line  to-night?  She- 
staying  at  the  Ocean  View,  and  her  old 
man  owns  a  big  hotel  in  Woodbine. 
Georgia.  She's  sure  she  can  swing  it 
so  we  can  play  down  there  all  winter. 
The  old  gent  is  going  to  be  at  the  Ball- 
room next  Thursday,  so,  boys,  we  gotta 
go  good,  that's  all!" 

Throughout  the  next  week  everything 
was  forgotten  but  the  opportunity  to 
play  at  Woodbine  that  winter.  The 
orchestra  made  a  whirlwind  climax  when, 
the  following  Thursday  night,  they  out- 
did themselves  so  as  to  meet  the  ap- 
proval of  Mr.  Hinklebar,  the  father  of 
the  blonde. 

Helen  came  up  to  the  stage  during 
the  intermission,  saying  that  she  and  her 
father  would  be  waiting  by  Franky 's  car 
after  the  dance.  At  the  close  of  this. 
the  last  Thursday  night  dance  of  the 
season,  the  boys  hurried  out  to  the  car. 
No  one  was  about.  A  note  was  attached 
to  the  steering  wheel,  from  which  Franks- 
read  : 

"My  true  name  is  Alice  Thompson, 
and  I  live  in  City  Mills.  I  spent  the 
summer  as  a  waitress  at  Ocean  View. 
Sorry  to  disappoint  you.  but  simply  had 
to  have  my  fun. 

'Helen  Hinklebar'.*' 
Herbert  Newman,  '-U. 
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CONTRAST 


Salt  air — 

Invigorating  and  healthful; 
Giant  surf — 

Dashing  against  huge  rocks, 
Causing  the  spray 
To  fall  on  the  sandy  shore. 
Bathers  in  their  many-colored  suits 
Basking  in  the  sun — 
Summer  at  the  seashore. 


Fresh  air — 

Laden  with  odors  of  sweet  pine; 

Winter  wind — 

Swirling  the  snow  and  piling  it  in  drifts 

Ideal  for  skiing, 

And  snowshoeing  and  other  winter  sports. 

Men  and  women  in  bright-colored  sport 

costumes 
Laughing  at  cares. 

Winter  in  the  mountains. 

Doris  Van  Gorder,  '30. 


FATE  INTERVENES 


The  garden  lies  beautiful  and  quiet 
in  the  soft  rays  of  moonlight.  There  is 
not  the  slightest  breeze,  not  a  sound 
except  the  lapping  of  the  water  at  the 
fountain.  The  little  pool  reflects  a  myriad 
of  stars.  Close  by  a  hyacinth  bed,  stands 
a  figure  watching — no  she  seems  to  be 
waiting.  One  might  even  think  her  a 
statue  in  her  long  flowing  robe,  if  it 
weren't  for  the  quick  movement  of  her 
head  as  she  listens.  Ah!  one  knows  now 
why  she  is  waiting.  There  comes  a  sound 
of  slow,  hesitating  footsteps.  Something 
casts  a  shadow  on  the  flowers  a  short 
distance  in  front  of  her.  It  is  the  figure 
of  a  young  man.  A  glance  at  him  shows 
the  hardships  he  has  been  through.  He 
must  love  this  garden,  for  he  sinks  down 
on  the  grass  and  a  sound  of  subdued 
sobbing  is  brought  to  the  girl.  A  look 
of  pity  passes  over  her  face  immediately 
followed  by  a  smile.  She  creeps  softly 
up,  kneels  and  whispers  in  his  ear.  He 
starts,  glances  up  and  then  gives  a  sharp 
cry  of  mingled  gladness  and  relief.  They 
both  understand  that  their  sorrow  is  at 
an  end. 

Then  there  is  the  flash  of  lights!  Loud 
applause  fills  the  theatre!  There  are  cur- 
tain   calls    again    and    again.     At    the 


second  call  a  girl  sitting  in  a  seat  at  the 
back  comes  to  herself  with  a  start  and 
gathering  her  coat  about  her  walks 
swiftly  from  the  theatre.  She  has  lived 
heart  and  soul  in  the  scene,  and  even 
now  feels  dazed  at  being  thrust  out  so 
rudely  into  her  own  unhappy  life.  She 
was  of  very  small  statue  but  one  glance 
at  her  face  shows  her  to  be  years  older 
in  experience  and  sorrow  than  her  size 
might  indicate. 

Now  she  thinks  almost  aloud,  that 
had  she  been  in  the  place  of  that  fellow, 
she  would  have  been  able  to  play  his 
part  to  perfection.  Hadn't  she  had  twice 
as  many  temptations  and  difficulties  to 
overcome  as  he?  Yet,  here  she  was  wast- 
ing away  two  precious  hours  merely  to 
forget  herself.  Only  one  hour  left  out 
of  the  three  given  her  by  her  father  to 
make  the  most  momentous  decision  of 
her  life. 

Ten  more  minutes  she  stands  thinking, 
thinking.  Would  she  never  decide?  To 
go  back  to  that  den  of  thieves,  would 
mean  certain  surrender  to  the  old  life 
of  murder  and  cruelty.  To  commit 
suicide  would  be  to  break  a  promise  to 
the  only  one  who  had  ever  cared  for  her. 

She   could   remember,   even   now,   his 
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words  just  before  he  had  died:  "Sis,  it 
doesn't  matter  what  other  people  think 
about  you.  It's  what  you  think  about 
yourself.  Keep  on  fighting.  Don't  let 
them  get  the  best  of  you.  Do  you  think 
what  the  Lord  made  to  love,  He  would 
let  be  destroyed?  No,  He  sees  and  He 
knows.  Remember,  Sis,  promise  you'll 
remember — He  knows." 

How  she  wished  she  were  with  him 
now  wherever  he  might  be.  But  then 
she  mustn't  think  of  him  now;  she  must 
decide  and  decide  quickly.  (She  didn't 
know  the  fates  were  destined  to  decide 
for  her.) 

"No  sense  standing  here  any  longer," 


she  exclaims  aloud,  and  without  glancing 
to  right  or  left,  she  steps  out  into  the 
street.  A  woman  somewhere  screams; 
there  is  the  grinding  of  brakes  and  then 
blackness.  When  she  waken-  someone 
is  bending  over  her.  Nothing  is  hurting 
her.  Instead  she  seems  to  feel  better 
than  she  had  ever  felt  in  her  life  before. 
Someone's  voice  comes  from  far  off, 
"There's  not  a  chance.  Does  anyone 
know  who  she  is?" 

She  smiles  faintly.  The  doctor  bends 
down  to  hear  what  she  says.  These  are 
the  words  that  are  whispered  softly  to 
him  and  make  him  wonder  for  days  later, 
"He  knows,  He  knows." 

Catherine  Moloney,  'SI. 


TALKING  PICTURES 


In  the  past  two  years  the  Talking 
Pictures  have  taken  the  country  by 
storm;  yet  just  a  few  years  ago  people 
laughed  at  the  idea  of  hearing,  as  well  as 
seeing,  the  Motion  Pictures. 

It  was  Thomas  Edison  who  first 
thought  of  the  idea  on  which  the  "  Talkies" 
are  now  based.  Many  years  ago,  when 
the  motion  picture  industry  was  still  in 
its  infancy,  Edison  thought  of  working 
his  invention,  the  phonograph,  together 
with  the  camera  to  give  the  impression 
of  "talking  pictures."  This,  for  many 
reasons  proved  unsuccessful.  They  failed 
in  the  attempt  to  synchronize  the  picture 
and  sound.  Not  only  did  the  talking 
sound  unnatural,  but  it  was  so  lacking 
in  volume  that  it  could  not  be  heard 
without  ear  phones.  For  many  years 
there  was  no  attempt  made  to  work  out 
Edison's  idea. 

It  was  not  until  Lee  D.  Forest  invented 
the  radio  vacuum  tube  that  it  became 
possible  to  bring  sound  to  Motion  Picture. 

Warner  Brothers  was  the  first  com- 
pany to  adopt  the  Vitaphone.    "In  Don 


Juan"  an  orchestra  was  heard  for  the 
first  time  in  the  history  of  the  Motion 
Picture.  This  proved  successful  and 
Sound  Pictures  were  next  tried.  They 
reproduced  the  whirring  of  airplanes,  the 
tooting  of  automobile  horns,  and  many 
other  audible  sounds.  Other  companies 
soon  followed  suit  with  the  Movietone 
and  Photophone. 

The  next  step  in  the  development  of 
the  "Talkies"  was  the  introduction  of 
small  talking  scenes.  These  scenes  grew 
in  length  until  Warner  Brothers  produced 
the  first  Vitaphone  all-talking  picture. 
"The  Lights  of  New  York."  It  is  to 
Warner  Brothers,  also,  that  credit  is 
given  for  the  first  all-talking  picture  to  be 
shown  in  natural  color. 

Though  the  Talking  Picture  has  not 
yet  reached  perfection,  it  is  at  the  height 
of  its  popularity.  In  comparison  with 
the  Talking  Picture  the  silent  film  has 
dropped  into  insignificance.  The  '•Talk- 
ies" have  come  to  stay — the  latest  step 
in  the  progress  of  film  entertainment. 

Charlotte  Perl  mutter,  '30. 
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UNCLE  TOM 


Two  years  ago,  Violet,  my  cousin,  and 
I  spent  the  summer  on  Lighthouse 
Island  with  a  chum  of  ours.  Lighthouse 
Island  is  off  the  coast  of  Maine.  It  is 
called  Lighthouse  Island  because  one 
of  the  largest  lighthouses  is  situated  on  it. 
The  lighthouse  keeper  was  Connie's 
Uncle  Tom.  Uncle  Tom  stood  six  feet 
two  in  his  stocking  feet  and  was  broad 
in  proportion.  He  had  a  shock  of  reddish 
brown  hair  that  was  becoming  slightly 
streaked  with  gray,  but  his  face  was 
clean  shaven.  His  features  were  rugged, 
rather  than  handsome,  but  his  eyes  were 
large  and  redbrown  to  match  his  hair 
and  with  an  everlasting  humor  that  made 
everybody  love  him  who  knew  him. 

The  second  day  after  our  arrival, 
Connie  took  us  to  the  lighthouse.  When 
we  came  there,  Uncle  Tom  was  sitting 
in  the  little  room  at  the  base  of  the  tower 
which  was  his  living  room,  smoking  a 
great  corn-cob  pipe  and  idly  turning 
over  the  pages  of  a  book.  But  as  Connie 
entered  and  ran  to  him  with  a  joyful 
cry,  he  put  the  pipe  down  carefully, 
flung  the  book  on  the  floor,  and  caught 
the  girl  in  a  bear's  hug. 

"Well,  well!"  he  cried,  his  great  voice 
filling  the  room  like  thunder,  "here's  my 
little  girl  come  back  to  me  again.  When 
did  you  get  back?  Who  are  these  other 
very  pretty  young  ladies  you  have  with 
you?" 

"They  are  my  chums  and  the  nicest 
girls  in  all  the  world,"  said  Connie. 

Then  laughingly,  Connie  introduced  us 
and  Uncle  Tom  had  some  funny  personal 
little  thing  to  say  to  each  one  of  us.  By 
the  time  the  introductions  were  over,  we 
were  all  laughing  merrily  and  feeling 
very  well  acquainted. 

"I  suppose  you  will  be  wanting  to  see 


the  tower,"  said  Uncle  Tom,  after  he  had 
shown  us  all  around  the  quaint  little 
room  and  introduced  us  to  some  of  his 
treasures — queer  racks,  shells  and  pebbles 
that  he  had  picked  up  in  his  wanderings. 
"Everybody  always  wants  to  climb  the 
tower,  and  it's  mighty  hard  on  a  poor 
old  fellow  with  a  weak  back,  let  me  tell 
you,"  he  said  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eyes. 

"Oh,  we're  in  no  hurry,"  please,  put  in 
Violet,  turning  from  one  of  the  small- 
paned,  outward  opening  windows  that 
looked  straight  out  upon  the  ocean.  "I 
think  this  is  the  darljngest  room  I  ever 
saw,  I  could  spend  days  and  days  just 
looking  around  here." 

Uncle  Tom  stood  looking  down  at 
Violet's  pretty,  eager  face,  and,  though 
his  face  was  grave,  his  eyes  were  laughing 
as  usual. 

"I'm  glad  you  like  it,"  he  said.  "I 
do.     But  then,  I  have  to." 

"I  should  think  you'd  want  to," 
Violet  shot  back.  "Why,  I  am  sure  I 
would  just  love  to  live  here  myself — ." 

"No,  you  wouldn't,"  Uncle  Tom  in- 
terrupted, taking  up  his  pipe  and  puffing 
at  it  thoughtfully.  "It's  mighty  nice 
in  the  day  time,  I'll  admit.  Then  it's  a 
mighty  pretty,  homey  place.  But  at 
night,  especially  on  a  stormy  night,  it's 
different.  The  wind  wails  round  here 
like  a  tortured  ghost,  the  waves  beat 
upon  the  rock  foundation  of  the  tower 
like  savage  beasts  trying  to  tear  it  apart. 
The  tower  itself  seems  to  quiver  and 
tremble.  You  start  to  wonder" — we  had 
gathered  closer  to  him,  for  his  voice  was 
grave  and  his  eyes  had  stopped  laughing 
— "about  the  ships  away  out  there  in  the 
fury  of  the  storm,  some  of  them  crippled, 
distressed,  sinking  perhaps.  Then  you 
get    to    thinking    about    the    men    and 
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women,  and  little  children  maybe,  on 
board  and  wondering  how  many  will  be 
alive  when  the  storm  dies  down.  I  tell 
you  it  grips  you  by  the  throat.  It 
makes  your  eyes  ache  with  pity,  and 
you  curse  the  storm  that's  bringing 
disaster  along  with  it." 

His  hands  were  clenched,  his  face  was 
hard  and  stern.  We  felt  thrilled,  stirred, 
as  we  had  never  been  before.  Suddenly 
he  jumped  to  his  feet,  went  over  to  the 
window  and  stood  there  looking  out  for  a 
minute.  When  he  came  back,  he  was 
smiling  so  naturally  that  we  caught  our- 
selves wondering  if  we  had  not  dreamed 
what  had  gone  before. 

"I  didn't  mean  to  give  you  a  lecture," 
he  told  us  gayly.  With  strange  re- 
luctance we  shook  off  the  spell  and  smiled 
with  him.  "Come  on,  let's  take  a  look 
at  the  tower,  and  then  I'll  give  you  some 
clam  chowder." 

We  assented  happily  and  followed  the 
broad  back  of  Uncle  Tom  up  the  wind- 
ing   tower    steps.     We    exclaimed    over 


the  tower  room,  and  the  wonderful  re- 
volving light,  but  the  thing  that  charmed 
us  most  was  the  platform  that  com- 
pletely encircled  the  tower.  We  reached 
the  platform  through  a  small  door,  and 
as  we  stepped  out  upon  it,  we  felt  almost 
as  if  we  were  stepping  out  into  space. 

The  water  seemed  unbelievably  far 
away,  much  farther  than  it  actually  was. 
I  did  not  dare  look  down  very  long  for 
fear  of  becoming  dizzy.  It  was  almost 
half  an  hour  before  Uncle  Tom  finally 
succeeded  in  luring  us  away  from  the 
platform.  We  all  went  down  reluctantly. 
When  we  got  downstairs,  we  listened  to 
Uncle  Tom's  yarns.  Suddenly  he  re- 
membered the  chowder.  He  set  about 
preparing  the  chowder  immediately,  we 
offering  eager  but  inexperienced  help. 
After  that  came  bliss!  We  succeeded  in 
devouring  a  huge  pot  of  delicious  chowder. 
It  was  getting  dark  before  we  finally  tore 
ourselves  from  the  lighthouse  and  Uncle 
Tom. 

Eliza  M.  Paciorkonska,  '32. 


Johnny  Devens,  a  private  in  the  136th 
infantry,  was  crouched  in  a  trench  beside 
his  pal,  Frank  Walsh.  It  was  morning, 
and  the  section  was  quiet,  for  it  seemed 
as  if  the  Germans  were  tired  of  throwing 
shells  at  the  Americans. 

Suddenly,  however,  things  started  with 
a  roar  as  if  the  enemy  were  shooting 
every  shell  they  had  toward  the  very 
spot  where  the  136th  division  lay.  Be- 
hind this  barrage  came  the  attacking 
Germans.  A  whistle  sounded,  and  the 
Americans  in  the  trenches  jumped  out 
to  meet  them. 

Johnny  and  his  pal  were  side  by  side  in 
the  mel6e.  Some  were  swinging  their 
guns  as  clubs,  and  others  were  trying  to 


WHAT  PRICE  MEDALS? 

get  their  bayonets  into  pla}r.  The  cap- 
tain was  about  to  be  bayoneted  when  he 
slipped,  but  Johmry,  seeing  his  plight,  shot 
the  German  just  in  time.  The  only 
noises  to  be  heard  besides  the  roar  of 
the  large  guns,  were  a  swash  as  a  bayonet 
found  its  mark,  or  a  sickening  crunch  as 
a  gun  stock  met  some  head.  Men  were 
cursing  each  other,  and  there  was  a 
terrible  slaughter  on  each  side,  but 
finally  the  Germans  were  driven  back. 
Johnny  and  Frank  got  away  with  only  a 
few  bruises. 

That  night  the  captain  asked  for  vol- 
unteers to  go  on  a  scouting  party. 
Johnny,  Frank  and  three  other  soldiers 
volunteered.       After     going    into    "No 
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Man's  Land,"  they  heard  a  clattering 
to  one  side  which  they  knew  came  from 
a  machine  gun.  After  going  on  a  little 
farther,  they  ran  into  a  machine  gun  nest. 
The  Germans  operating  the  gun  saw 
them,  and  soon  bullets  were  flying  like 
a  swarm  of  bees.  Two  of  the  three  other 
soldiers  were  killed  on  the  spot.  The 
remaining  three  dived  into  a  nearby 
shell  hole. 

Frank  volunteered  to  crawl  out  and 
try  to  get  the  gun.  Although  Johnny 
did  not  want  to  let  him,  he  finally  yielded. 
After  Frank  crawled  out,  Johnny  and 
the  other  soldier  waited  tensely,  and 
when  he  did  not  come  back,  they  knew 
something  had  happened  to  him.  The 
other  soldier  then  tried  his  luck,  and  after 
he  failed  to  return,  Johnny  knew  it  was 
up  to  him  to  revenge  his  friends. 

Johnny  crawled  out,  and  started  to 
weave  his  way  toward  the  nest  which 


was  some  distance  ahead.  When  he 
was  about  twenty-five  yards  away  from 
the  nest,  he  saw  two  huddled  forms  of 
khaki  a  few  yards  ahead.  These  he 
knew  to  be  Frank  and  the  other  soldier. 

A  terrible  rage  filled  him.  Tears 
streamed  down  his  face.  Taking  a  hand 
grenade,  and  pulling  the  pin  out  with 
his  teeth,  he  threw  it  at  the  nest.  He 
knew  if  he  missed  he  would  be  a"gonner," 
but  the  bomb  did  its  work.  It  blew  the 
nest  to  pieces  and  the  machine  gunners 
along  with  it.  Running  to  Frank,  he 
found  him  dead,  and  so  was  the  other 
soldier. 

The  next  day  a  colonel  pinned  a  hero 
medal  on  Johnnie's  chest,  but  Johnnie 
did  not  notice  it,  for  he  was  thinking  of 
the  huddled  forms  out  in  "No  Man's 
Land."  He  much  preferred  to  have 
Frank  there  than  receive  the  medal. 
But  after  all  "what  price  medals?" 

Valentine  Balutis,  '30. 


THE  GROWTH  OF  THE  THEATRE  IN  NORWOOD 


In  the  short  span  of  years  since  the 
first  motion  picture  theatre  was  built 
in  Norwood  until  the  erection  of  the 
present  establishment,  the  growth  of  the 
silent  drama  seems  almost  miraculous. 
The  first  theatre  was  begun  in  1907  in 
one  of  the  stores  in  the  old  Fisher  Block 
where  the  Municipal  Building  now  stands. 
The  pictures  were  only  two  or  three  reels 
in  length  and,  of  course,  were  very  poorly 
presented. 

During  the  ensuing  three  years,  four 
theatres  were  attempted,  but  all  were 
failures.  This  was  naturally  due  to  the 
fact  that  only  the  larger  towns  and  cities 
could  adequately  support  such  an  under- 
taking. 

However,  in  1910  Charles  A.  Hubbard 
bought  the  Premier  Theatre,  and  in  1919 


it  was  taken  over  by  Thomas  Hayden 
and  William  Breen.  It  has  run  con- 
tinually and  probably  will  continue  until 
a  demand  is  made  for  a  larger  theatre. 

When  asked  about  Vitaphone,  Mr. 
Breen  was  very  enthusiastic.  "The  pic- 
ture industry  was  dying,"  he  said,  "but 
Vitaphone  has  revived  it.  In  my  opin- 
ion it  is  the  greatest  thing  ever  invented." 

Mr.  Breen  also  said  that  plans  are 
underway  to  produce  a  new  screen  called 
the  "Grand-Zura."  This  screen  would 
occupy  all  the  space  across  the  large 
opening  of  the  stage.  It  will  be  used  for 
the  purpose  of  filming  the  great  Broad- 
way revues  in  truly  life  size.  Now  they 
have  to  be  made  so  small  that  the  effect 
is  lost. 

When  Mr.  Hayden  was  asked  about 
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the  popular  theory  that  pictures  are 
"cut,"  he  was  highly  indignant.  "Why, 
any  one  with  ordinary  intelligence  can 
see  that  idea  is  preposterous.  Is  there 
any  sense  in  cutting  up  valuable  film? 
Of  course  not!  And,  nine  times  out  of 
ten  you  won't  be  able  to  find  the  place 
from  which  you  'cut'  the  film.  The 
cuttings  would  only  accumulate  into  a 
vast  heap  of  waste. 

"The  only  time  a  picture  is  'cut'  is 
when  the  films  become  old  and  some  of 
the  films  ripped.  Then  it  is  necessary 
to  take  these  worthless  pieces  out. 

"In  Vitaphone  it  is  almost  impossible 
to  'cut'  a  picture  because  a  blank  space 
must  be  put  in  to  make  the  synchron- 
ization. 

"On  Sundays,  also,  some  of  the  revue 


scenes  are  cut.  Bui  as  these  are  not 
particularly  valuable,  they  arc  not  put 
back. 

"The  people  who  talk  about  pictured 
being  'cut'  arc  only  showing  how  little 
they  know." 

"How  do  you  select  your  films?"  asked 
the  reporter. 

"We  don't  select  them,"  was  the  reply. 
"If  we  did,  half  the  pictures  that  are  run 
here  would  never  be  shown  at  all. 

"Paramount  produced  about  sixty  pic- 
tures and  Warner  Bros.,  forty-eight  last 
year.     We  have  to  buy  the  whole  set." 

Norwood  certainly  is  a  growing  com- 
munity, and  it  will  not  be  long  before 
even  the  Norwood  Theatre,  splendid  as 
it  is,  will  not  suffice  for  the  needs  of  the 
people. 

Elizabeth  Colder,  '32. 


CHEATING  DEATH 


I've  often  wondered  about  the  time  I 
so  nearly  escaped  death.  There  wouldn't 
have  been  anything  to  think  about  if  I 
had'  done  the  right  thing — minded  my 
father  as  every  boy  should  do,  but 
doesn't. 

I  was  allowed  to  accompany  my  father 
on  one  of  his  sea  voyages.  This  was  a 
treat.  How  often  I  had  wished  that  I 
could  be  with  him,  when  he  made  one 
of  his  weekly  lumber  trips. 

I  was  walking  about  the  deck  quite 
interested  in  the  men  working  at  their 
tasks.  There  were  but  eleven  men  on 
the  ship,  this  trip.  On  one  side  of  the 
deck  were  some  oars  which  belonged  to 
the  two  life  boats.  While  wondering 
what  I  could  do  to  amuse  myself,  I  was 
walking  on  these  oars  trying  to  keep  my 
balance.  When  my  father  came  by,  he 
told  me  not  to  walk  on  them,  but  as  all 
young  boys  will  have  it,  I  didn't  mind. 


I  was  having  the  time  of  my  life,  because 
I  was  now  becoming  quite  expert  in 
keeping  my  balance.  Suddenly  one  oar 
rolled  out  from  under  my  feet;  I  lost  im- 
balance. 

The  next  thing  I  knew  I  was  in  the 
ocean,  the  water  gurgling  all  about  me. 
It  was  now  dusk  and  one  could  hardly 
make  out  objects  in  the  distance.  The 
water  was  icy  cold,  I  was  gasping  for 
breath.  I  thought  no  one  had  seen  me 
fall  over  board,  and  I  was  badly  fright- 
ened. The  distance  between  the  boat 
and  myself  was  getting  greater  and 
greater.  For  one  instant  I  lost  courage. 
I  thought  of  the  horrible  death  which 
awaited  me. 

Suddenly,  I  saw  on  the  boat  two  or 
three  men  standing  at  the  rail.  They 
were  casting  out  a  large  rope.  My 
strength  was  about  spent  as  I  had  been 
swimming  for   (what  seemed   to  me)    a 
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long  time.  My  arms  and  legs  were 
numb  from  the  coldness  of  the  water. 

The  rope  had  been  cast,  but  it  was 
still  a  few  yards  from  me.  Somehow, 
it  seems  as  though  I  couldn't  explain 
how  I  managed  to  reach  the  end  of  the 
rope,  but  I  did  succeed. 

I  knew  now  that  I  was  safe,  but  my 
poor  body  ached  in  every  limb. 

When  I  was  finally  pulled  over  the 
rail,  I  noticed  that  around  the  cuticle 
on  every  finger,  the  blood  was  streaming 


down  as  though  from  a  gash.  I  had 
held  on  so  tightly  that  the  blood  had 
been  drawn  to  the  cuticle. 

My  father  and  one  of  the  men  on 
deck  worked  over  me  for  about  one  hour, 
before  I  finally  stopped  shaking. 

This  experience  had  taught  me  a 
lesson.  I'd  see  that  I  obeyed  my  father 
from  now  on.  It  was  a  good  thing  that 
my  father  had  seen  me  go  overboard; 
otherwise  I  might  not  be  here  telling  this 
story. 

Elizabeth  Johnson,  '30. 


VENGEANCE 


Darkness  was  coming  on  in  the  desolate 
valley  of  Lisa  Schlucht.  Herr  Johann 
Egartner  was  hurrying  along  toward  his 
home  which  was  situated  on  the  slope 
of  the  mountain  in  the  village,  Gmund. 
In  his  hurry  Herr  Egartner  did  not  notice 
a  man  behind  the  bushes,  creeping  towards 
him. 

Suddenly  this  slouched,  masked  figure 
jumped  forward  in  front  of  Herr  Egartner. 

" Hands  up!"  he  commanded  in  a  gruff 
voice.  "Don't  move.  Give  me  all  your 
money  and  your  valuables." 

"You  told  me  not  to  move — ." 

"Never  mind  what  I  said.  Give  me 
all  that  I  demand." 

"I  only  have  six  kronen1  and  twenty 
kreuzer.  I  haven't  any  jewelry.  Take 
all  I  have  but  please  don't  kill  me.  I 
have  six  children  and  a  wife  at  home  who 
depend  on  me  for  their  existence." 

"Go  along!  Hurry  before  I  change  my 
mind,"  answered  the  bandit  gruff y  who 
was  otherwise  known  as  Herr  Mathias 
Obermeier. 

As  Herr  Obermeier  turned,  a  branch 
of  a  tree  knocked  off  his  mask.  Herr 
Egartner  recognized  him  as  the  youngest 
brother    of    one    of    the    village's    most 


prominent  men.  But  as  Herr  Johann 
Egartner  needed  no  second  invitation  to 
go,  he  hurried  away.  Suddenly  he  heard 
a  shout.  He  turned  around  and  saw  the 
bandit  calling  to  him. 

"Stop!  You  cannot  go  any  farther. 
You  will  betray  me  to  the  police."  He 
then  shot  at  Herr  Egartner. 

"You  have  killed  me  and  think  no  one 
sees  you,  but  the  sun  will  avenge  me," 
gasped  the  dying  man  as  he  passed  into 
the  Great  Beyond. 

Herr  Obermeier  laughed  as  he  thought 
of  the  dead  body  lying  in  the  middle  of 
the  path  and  he  walked  away.  How 
could  the  sun  betray  him!  He  would  be 
far  from  the  scene  of  murder  when  the 

body  would  be  found. 

****** 

Years  had  passed  and  Herr  Obermeier 
had  reformed  and  settled  down.  He  had 
married  and  had  three  children. 

One  bright  sunny  day  Herr  Obermeier 
had  his  youngest  son  on  his  knee.  As 
they  sat  near  a  window,  his  son  was  try- 
ing to  catch  the  sun's  ray.  Herr  Ober- 
meier laughed  as  the  scene  so  long  ago, 
came  back  to  his  mind  and  as  he  re- 
membered   the    words    of    the    man    he 


THE  ARGUENOT 


25 


killed,  "The  sun  will  avenge  me."  His 
wife  saw  him  laugh  and  asked  him  the 
reason  for  his  merriment.  The  man 
chuckled  without  replying. 

The  attitude  of  her  husband  aroused 
her  curiosity.  She  continued  to  beg  and 
ask  him  to  tell  her  his  reason  for  laughing. 
In  answer  to  her  pleadings,  he  told  her 
the  story.  Herr  Obermeier  thought  as 
long  as  she  was  his  wife  and  she  loved 
him,  she  would  not  betray  him;  and  so 
he  told  her. 


Frau  Obermeier  was  shocked  and 
horrified  at  the  tale  that  her  husband 
told.  She  declared  she  would  not  live 
with  a  murderer  even  though  he  waa  her 
husband.  She  went,  despite  his  plead- 
ings, to  the  police  and  told  all  she  knew. 

The  sun  certainly  had  avenged  the 
murdered  man. 

Agnes  Alukas,  '31. 

1  Worth  about  $6.20. 


A  STORM 
The  large,  white,  gold-rimmed  thunder- 
heads  climb  slowly  up  the  sky.  The 
thin,  veil-like,  black  clouds  scurry  under- 
neath sometimes  breaking  apart  in  their 
hurry.  The  distant  rumble  of  thunder 
is  heard  vibrating  in  the  heavens.  All 
the  small  yachts  rush  into  the  protecting 
harbor,  getting  into  each  other's  way  in 
their  frantic  effort  to  get  ashore.  The 
sun  is  blotted  out. 

One  can  see  the  jagged  flashes  of 
lightning  now,  and  the  rumble  of  the 
thunder  is  more  distinct.  A  white  line 
races  up  the  water,  and  the  downpour 


AT  SEA 

begins.  Some  of  the  less  fortunate 
yachtsmen  are  caught  just  as  they  come 
into  the  harbor,  while  others  are  drenched 
before  they  reach  the  shore.  The  heavens 
are  torn  open  by  the  blinding  flashes  of 
lightning.  The  thunder  makes  the  earth 
tremble,  and  the  wind  blows  in  gusts  as 
if  to  make  sure  that  the  rain  reaches 
every  nook  and  corner. 

Then,  as  quickly  as  it  began,  the  storm 
is  over  and  the  sun  sets  in  a  heaven  of 
glory — perhaps  the  more  beautiful — in 
order  to  make  amends. 

Joseph  Crimmins,  '30. 


THE 

A  moment  of  tense  waiting  and  ex- 
pectation, everybody  and  every  mind 
alert,  each  foot  braced,  we  wait  im- 
patiently, ready  to  dash  ahead  at  any 
second.  Many  thoughts  are  racing 
through  each  individual  mind  during 
the  brief  interval  of  time.  Brief?  Why, 
it  seems  centuries  of  endless  waiting!  A 
glance,    right,    left,    hastily    over    one's 


DASH 

shoulder,  then  at  a  neighbor,  finally  be- 
comes a  steadfast  stare  straight  ahead. 

Who  will  take  the  lead?  In  another 
ten  seconds,  we'll  be  off! 

R-r-r-ring!  Like  a  bolt  of  lightning, 
the  classroom  is  miraculously  cleared  and 
its  former  occupants  en  route  to  the 
lunchroom. 

Helen  Barr,  '32. 


RAIN 

Little  dancing  crystal  drops 
Pattering  on  the  pane, 

Drumming,  tinkling,  through  the  night- 
Splashing  drops  of  rain. 


SNOW 

Little  dancing  flakes  of  white, 

In  the  twilight  glow, 
Drifting,  falling  through  the  air — 

Tiny  flakes  of  snow. 

Mary  Mitchell  'SO. 
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Foreign  Language  Department 


MEDITATION 
Comme  on  se  sent  different  de  jour  en 
jour.     II  est  le  meme  que  le  temps.    Un 
jour  le  soleil  est  clair,  mais  le  lendemain 
la  pluie  tonibe. 

Si  Ton  n'est  pas  heureux,  on  ne  doit 
pas  etre  decourage.  Nous  ne  pouvons 
pas  voir  dans  l'avenir.  Qui  sait?  L'inat- 
tendu  peut  arriver  et  nous  serons  plus 
heureux,  peut-etre. 

J'ai    essay  e    d'ecrire    un    poeme    avec 
cette  pensee,  mais  c'est  bien  impossible. 
Voici  comme  il  commence: 
Aujourd'hui  je  suis  contente. 
Hier  j  'etais  bien  triste 
Mais  tout  ca  est  fmi  maintenant. 
Le  lendemain,  qu'est-ce  qui  arrivera? 
Une  bonne  chose  de  la  vie  est  les  tours 
inattendus  de  l'avenir.    Le  lendemain  est 
toujours  un  autre  jour  avec  de  bonnes 
surprises  et  des  surprises  mechantes. 
Doris  Young,  '30. 


LA  ROISE  DE  LA  BASTILLE 
Un  des  grands  evenements  de  l'histoire 
de  France  est  la  prise  de  la  Bastille.  La 
Bastille  signifiait  toujours  la  tyrannie 
au  peuple.  Aussi  une  des  premieres 
choses  qu'ils  ont  fait  etait  la  prise  de  la 
Bastille  quand  ils  avaient  assez  de  force. 
Le  quatorze  juillet  dix-sept  cent  quatre- 
vingt-neuf  les  Parisiens  attaquerent  le 
chateau  de  la  Bastille.  Le  gouverneur 
fut  deteste  par  le  peuple.  II  le  savait 
et  pour  cette  raison  il  ne  voulait  pas 
abandonner  la  Bastille.  Enfin,  cependant, 
il  l'abandonna  et  le  peuple  s'y  gouffra. 
Ils  livrerent  beaucoup  de  prisonniers. 
II  tuerent  le  gouverneur  et  ils  monterent 
sa  tete  sur  un  poteau.  C'etait  le  com- 
mencement de  la  Revolution  et  main- 
tenant  ce  jour,  le  quatorze  juillet,  est  un 
jour  de  fete  en  France. 

Betty  Everett,  '30. 


UN 
Un  Francais  au  Guide:   Ou  sommes— 
nous? 

Le  Guide:  Nous  sommes  a  Norwood 
maintenant.  C'est  une  ville  progressive. 
Elle  a  une  population  de  quinze  mille. 
Elle  est  situee  a  douze  kilometres  de 
Boston  sur  le  chemin  principal  a  Provi- 
dence. 

A  droit  on  voit  l'eglise  catholique.  A 
gauche  est  l'edifice  municipale.  Nous 
passons  maintenant  le  theatre  de  Nor- 
wood qui  est  tres  beau.  A  gauche  on 
voit  l'ecole  Everett.  Cette  ecole  est 
tres  vieille.  C'etait  d'abord  une  grange. 
Voila,  a  gauche,  L'Hopital  de  Norwood. 
Get  hopital  est  un  des  plus  beaux  du 
voisinage.      Nous    passons    maintenant 


TOUR 

l'edifice  appele  le  "Civic."  Get  edifice 
fut  donne  a  la  ville  par  Monsieur  Willet. 
On  l'emploie  pour  les  sports  athletiques 
et  pour  les  reunions  et  les  danses.  De 
l'autre  cote  de  la  rue  est  L'Ecole  In- 
ferieure,  Voila  la  partie  nouvelle  qu'on 
a  ajoutee  cet  ete. 

Voici  L'Ecole  Superieure  de  Norwood. 
La  terre  pour  cette  ecole  fut  donnee  par 
le  gouverneur  de  Massachusetts,  Mon- 
sieur Allen. 

II  y  a  Norwood  beaucoup  d'industries 
qui  emploient  plusieurs  ouvriers. 

Le  Frangais:  Je  vois  que  Norwood  est 
une  tres  belle  ville. 

Carlton  Dyer,  '30. 
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POURQUOI  JE  DfiSIRE  VISITER 

LA  FRANCE 
En  France  j'ai  une  amie.  Elle  s'appelle 
Etiennette  Colet.  Nous  nous  £crivons 
depuis  cinq  annees.  Elle  m'a  envoye"  sa 
photographic  et  je  lui  ai  envoye"  la 
mienne.  Elle  m'ecrit  ses  lettres  en  francais 
mais  quelquefois  en  anglais.  Ella  m'a 
envoye  beaucoup  de  vues  de  France. 
Ces  vues  sont  tres  jolies.  Parmi  ces 
vues  il  y  a  des  vues  de  Versailles.  Elles 
montrent  les  jardins  de  Versailles,  la 
chambre  a  coucher  de  la  Reine  Marie 
Antoinette,  la  maison  de  la  Reine,  et  la 
galerie  de  glaces.  Aussi  il  y  a  une  vue 
de  l'Arc  de  Triomphe  et  du  Tombeau 
du  Soldat  Inconnu. 

Quand  je  vois  toutes  ces  vues  je 
desire  veritablement  les  voir  en  France. 
Aussi  je  desire  beaucoup  voir  mon  amie, 
Tiennette.  Ruth  Lovelace,  '32. 


Pierre  est  un  petit  garcon  qui  habite 
avec  son  pere  et  sa  mere  a  la  campagne. 
Un  beau  jour  apres  un  grand  tempete 
de  neige  son  grand-pere  lui  a  dit,  "Eh 
bien!  Maintenant  qu'il  fait  beau  allons 
glisser  sur  la  colline  pas  loin  d'ici  qui  a 
une  pente  assez  rapide.  II  sera  charmant 
de  glisser  sur  la  neige  a  toute  vitesse. 

"Oui,  oui,  grand-pere,"  Pierre  a  crie. 

Grand-pere  a  pris  ses  lunettes,  sa  cas- 
quette  a  oreilletes  et  ses  gants  parce 
qu'il  fais  ait  bien  froid.  L 'enfant  joyeux  a 
porte  un  chandail  rouge  et  une  jolie 
casquette  rouge  et  blanche.  II  avait 
aussi  des  gants  chauds.  Pierre  a  appele 
Fido,  son  chien,  pour  les  accompagner. 

Grand-pere  et  son  grand-fils  ont 
bavarde  en  route.  lis  se  sont  amuses 
bien  sur  le  traineau.  Et  quelquefois  ils 
sont  tombes  dans  la  neige.  Enfin,  ils 
sont  revenus  chez  eux  apres  un  apres- 
midi  amusant. 

Sylvia  Saarinen,  '31. 


MES  AMBITIONS 

Les  ambitions!  II  est  agreable  d'en 
parler,  mais  seront-ellc<  realises?  Je 
ne  sais  pas.  Cependant  il  faut  que  qoue 
eprouvions  toutes  nos  talents. 

Avant  de  parler  de  mon  choix  de 
colleges,  laissez-moi  dire  que  je  veux 
etre  medicin  d'abord;  puis  je  veux  etre 
chirugien. 

Maintenant  beaucoup  de  colleges  de- 
mandent  un  degre  de  college  avant  que 
vous  puissiez  entrer  dans  une  ecole  medi- 
cale.  L'exigence  a  l'ecole  medicale  de 
Tufts  est  trois  annees  a  l'ecole  premedicale 
equivalentes  a  trois  annees  a  la  college. 

Puisque  j'etudierai  apres  que  j'ai  recu 
mon  degre  de  M.  D.,  il  me  semble  qu'une 
economie  d'une  ou  deux  annees  est  im- 
portante  et  sans  aucune  doute  j'irai  a 
la  college  de  Tufts. 

Julius  Sherman,  '30. 


NAPOLfiON 

Napoleon,  le  plus  grand  general  de  la 
France  fut  vaincu  a  Waterloo.  Tous  les 
rois  qu'il  avait  vaincus  se  reunirent  contre 
lui  et  entrerent  dans  la  France  avec  leurs 
armees.  Quand  les  armies  prirent  Paris. 
Napoleon  fut  oblige  de  quitter  la  France. 
Enfin  il  revint  et  battit  contre  les  Anglais 
a  Waterloo. 

Les  Anglais  furent  aides  par  l'armee 
prussienne,  le  cours  de  la  bataille  etait 
contre  les  Francais.  Line  autre  armee 
prussienne  arriva  pour  secourir  les  Ang- 
lais. 

L'Empereur  fut  vaincu.  II  voulait 
mourir  mais  les  soldats  ne  lui  permettirent 
pas  de  se  tuer. 

Napoleon  fut  pris  et  les  Anglais  l'en- 
voyerent  a  File  de  Sainte-Helene  ou  il 
mourut. 

Marcus  Hallenbeck,  '30. 
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UN  DIALOGUE 


— Pardon,  madamoiselle,  mais  pourriez- 

vous  me  dire  ou  est  l'ecole  superieure  de 

Norwood? 

— Que  je   pense.     Oh,    oui.     Etes-vous 

etranger  ici? 

— Oui,     je     viens     d'arriver     de     Paris 

aujourd'hui. 

— J'ai   peur   que   vous   ne   puissiez    pas 

trouver  l'ecole  vous-meme,  bien  qu'elle 

soit  un  des  edifices  principaux  des  Etats- 

Unis. 

— Oui,  j'en  ai  entendu  beaucoup  mais 

pourriez-vous  me   dire    ou    est-elle,   s'il 

vous  plait? 

— Je  suis  sur  le  point  de  vous  le  dire. 

— Vraiment? 

— Je  vous  y  conduirai  dans  un  automobile. 

Elle  est  a  un  kilometre  d'ici. 

— Merci!    Vous  etes  si  bon! 

— II  n'y  a  pas  de  quoi.     Vous  pourrez 

faire  le  meme  pour  moi  quand  je  visiterai 

Paris. 

— Paris?    Avez-vous  l'intention  de  visiter 

Paris? 

— Oui,  J'ai  songe  toujours  a  y  aller.    J'ai 


entendu  et  lu  autant  de  votre  ville 
etonnante.  Montez  dans  mon  auto  et 
allons.  Je  suis  convaincu  que  vous 
jouirez  de  la  belle  vue  le  long  des  chemins. 
— Elle  est  belle  et  tout  differente  de 
Paris.  Je  sais  que  vous  aimeriez  Paris. 
II  y  a  beaucoup  a  voir  a  Paris. 
— Eh  bien,  vous  voici  a  l'ecole. 
— Je  suis  venu  pour  suivre  un  cours  de 
l'Economique. 

— On  offre  un  tres  bon  cours.    Je  pensais 
a  suivre  ce  cours  moi-meme. 
— Vous    seriez    un    succes    sans    aucune 
doute. 
— Merci. 

— II  est  tard.     II  faut  que  j'aille  main- 
tenant.      Un   moment.     Comment   vous 
appelez-vous? 
— Suzanne  et  vous? 

— Pierre.    J'espere  vous  revoir,  Suzanne. 
— Dinez  avec  moi  ce  soir  chez  moi. 
— Merci.     J'aimerais  bien. 
— Bien.    Je  vous  rencontrerai  ici  a  trois 
heures.    Adieu! 
— Adieu,  Suzanne! 

Marie  Eckholm,  '30. 


JEANNE 
Tout  le  monde  a  entendu  dire  de 
Jeanne  d'Arc,  la  fameuse  heroine  de  la 
France.  A  ce  temps-la  les  Anglais  oc- 
cupaient  beaucoup  de  la  territorie  de 
la  France.  Parce  que  les  parents  de 
Jeanne  etaient  des  paysans,  elle  etait 
obligee  de  travailler  dans  les  champs. 
Un  jour,  elle  entendit  une  voix  qui 
semblait  dire,  "Le  roi  de  France  t'attend. 
Rendez-lui  son  royaume.  Elle  n'y  pensa 
plus,  jusqu'apres  quatre  ans,  quand  elle 
entendit  la  voix  encore.  Les  parents 
de  Jeanne  la  permettirent  d'aller  a  la 
cour  du  roi  a  Chinon.     Aussitot  qu  elle 


D'ARC 

arriva  elle  alia  au  roi  qui  parlait  avec 
ses  hommes.  A  cause  de  la  confiance 
du  peuple  en  Jeanne,  le  roi  lui  donna  le 
commandement  de  l'armee.  Elle  rem- 
porta  beaucoup  de  victoires  contre  les 
Anglais.  Bientot  apres  la  victoire  a 
Patay,  Jeanne  mena  le  roi  Charles  a 
Reims  pour  etre  couronne.  Enfin,  elle 
battit  des  gens  qui  etaient  trop  pyissants 
pour  son  armee.  Les  Bourguignons, 
qui  etaient  les  amis  des  Anglais  la  leur 
vendirent.  Les  Anglais  la  jugea  et  con- 
damna  a  la  mort.  Elle  fut  brulee  a 
Rouen  en  quatorze  cent  trente  et  un. 
William  Everburg,  '32. 
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Paris 
lc  ncuf  mars 
Chere  Marie, 

Ma  mere  et  moi  sommes  parties  de 
Rouen  hier.  Nous  serons  a  Paris  di- 
manche. 

Nous  allons  a  Paris  dans  un  train. 
Les  trains  francais  sont  differents  de  nos 
trains.  Le  train  dans  lequel  nous  allons 
a  Paris  est  tres  long  et  a  beaucoup  de 
compartiments.  Quand  nons  passons  les 
petits  villages  pres  de  Paris  nous  pouvons 
voir  les  gens  dans  les  rues  et  les  enfants 
qui  jouent  dans  les  cours.  La  vue  en 
route  a  Paris  est  tres  belle. 

Ma  mere  et  moi  avons  visite  Mar- 
seilles, Bordeaux  et  Lyons.  J'aime  Bor- 
deaux le  mieux.  Les  gens  de  ces  villes 
ne  sont  pas  tres  differents  de  nos  gens  a 
Chicago  et  a  Boston.  La  facon  dans 
laquelle  ils  peuvent  parler  francais  me 
fait  penser  que  je  ne  puis  pas  parler 
francais  de  tout. 

A  Paris  j'espere  visiter  tous  les  edifices 
importants. 

Je  retournerai  a  Norwood  en  octobre. 
Tout  a  vous, 

Mary  Bellew,  '30. 


LE  TEMPS  AU  MOIS  DE  MARS 
Plusieurs  gens  n'aiment  pas  le  mois 
de  mars.  II  y  a  plusieurs  raisons.  Le 
temps  est  la  raison  principale.  Le  froid, 
la  neige,  la  pluie  et  le  vent  accompagnent 
le  mois  de  mars,  et  il  est  tres  desagreable 
de  marcher.  Beaucoup  de  gens  aiment 
ce  mois  parce  que  l'hiver  finit  et  le  prin- 
temps  commence.  Tout  le  monde  sait 
que  l'ete  sera  bientot  ici,  et  alors  nous 
pourrons  aller  sans  vetements  lourds. 
Tout  le  monde  aime  l'ete  aussi;  ainsi 
vous  voyez  qu'il  y  a  de  bons  points  au 
mois  de  mars. 

Hugo  Fredrickson,  '31. 


UN  VOYAGE  EN  ANGLETERRE 
L'ete  passe  mon  frere  Joan  et  moi  nous 
avons  decide  a  faire  un  tour  en  Angleterre. 
Nous  sommes  embarquos  sur  le  bateau  a 
vapeur  appelle  "Corincia."  Nous  6tione 
sur  la  mer  huit  jours.  Pendant  ce  temps 
— la  nous  nous  sommes  bien  amuses. 
On  jouait  beaucoup  au  tennis  et  au 
croquet.  Pendant  la  nuit  on  dansait 
ou  on  jouait  aux  cartes.  La  nuit  avant 
de  debarqucr  il  y  avait  un  bal  costume. 
Le  bateau  etait  allume  des  lumieres  de 
diverses  couleurs.  C 'etait  une  scene 
charmante  et  de  beaucoup  de  gaiete. 
Las  belles  robes  des  femmes  et  les  vete- 
ments noirs  des  hommes  faisaient  un 
tres  beau  contraste.  L'argent  qu'on 
gagna  du  bal  on  le  donna  pour  aider 
les  pauvres  marins.  Le  jour  suivant 
nous  sommes  arrives  a  Southhampton 
et  nous  avons  dit  "Adieu"  au  bateau. 
Nous  avons  ete  tres  heureux  pendant 
notre  voyage  en  Angleterre  mais  beau- 
coup plus  heureux  pendant  notre  voyage 
chez  nous. 

Mary  F.  Hayes,  '31. 


MATER 

Ad  quern  Imus  auxilio 
Cum  simus  aegri  deicctiquo? 
Ad  quern  Imus  ut  nos  cohortemur 
Cum  simus  magnopere  in  dubio? 
Imus  ad  te — Mater. 

Si  sol  ardet  aut  tempestas  convenit 
Cum  sit  aestas  aut  hiems; 
Si  absumus  aut  adsumus 
Cum  simus  invenes  aut  senes; 
Imus  ad  te — Mater. 

Te  semper  memoria  tenebimus, 
Tu  eris  prima  in  pectore, 

.  .  .  Mater. 
Julius  Sherman,  '80. 
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JEANNE  D'ARC 

"Le  roi  de  France  t'attend.  Rends-lui 
son  royaume."  C 'etait  cette  voix  qui 
etait  le  guide  de  Jeanne  d'Arc  dans  ce 
qu'elle  faisait  pour  la  France. 

Elle  naquit  de  pauvres  parents.  Toute 
sa  vie  elle  etait  garconniere.  Elle  portait 
les  cheveux  comme  garcon. 

Son  histoire  est  la  plus  interessante 
d'histoire.  Elle  mena  les  armees  du  roi 
coutre  les  Anglais.  Les  officiers  etaient 
jaloux.  lis  n'aimaient  pas  prendre  leurs 
ordres  d'une  jeune  fille. 

La  fin  est  simple.  Elle  fut  prise  par 
les  Anglais.  Apres  une  cause  elle  fut 
condamnee.     lis  la  brulerent. 

Et  voila  l'histoire  de  Jeanne  d'Arc, 
la  fille  qui  est  l'heroine  de  la  France. 
Les  soldats  francais  lui  prient  quand  ils 
ont  peur  dans  la  bataille. 

Joseph  Chiozza,  '32. 


UN  AMIGO  ME  HACE  VISITA 
Yo  estaba  leyendo  un  libro  cuando 
un  amigo  de  escuela  llamo.  No  esperaba 
a  este  amigo  y  cuando  le  vi,  estaba  muy 
contento.  Le  invite  en  casa  y,  le  pregunte 
si  habia  algo  que  decirme.  El  respondio 
que  habia  venido  para  ver  si  no  habia 
algo  que  hacer.  Despues  de  pensar  un 
poco  le  pregunte.  "iPorque  no  podemos 
quedarnos  en  casa?  Hay  siempre  alguna 
cosa  que  hacer.  Por  ejemplo;  podriamos 
cantar  con  el  piano  o  otra  cosa  de  musica, 
o  podriamos  jugar  algunos  juegos  que 
tengo." 

Este  pensamiento  ha  resultado  que 
hemos  hecho  un  poco  de  todo,  y  era  tarde 
cuando  mi  amigo  ando  a  casa.  Cuando 
el  habia  andado,  me  acoste,  pensando: 
"Hay  siempre  alguna  cosa  que  hacer 
si  tiene  un  amigo." 

Argo  Bortolotti,  '31. 


LES  EMPLETTES 

Un  jour  je  suis  alle  pour  faire  des 
emplettes  avec  ma  soeur  et  mon  neveu. 
Mon  neveu  a  quatre  ans  et  il  est  un 
enfant  gate.  II  est  vrai  quil  obtient 
tous  les  jouets  qu'il  demande.  Quand 
nous  etions  dans  un  magazin,  nous  avons 
eu  beaucoup  de  difficulte  pour  le  faire 
partir  des  comptoirs.  II  tirait  sa  mere 
par  l'habit  et  il  disait:  "Maman! 
Achete-moi  ceci.  Oh,  Maman!  Re- 
garde  cela.  Achete-le-moi,  s'il  plait. 
Maman?" 

S'il  lui  semblait  qu'il  n'obtenait  pas 
de  jouets  qu'il  a  demandes,  il  commengait 
a  crier  et,  bien  entendu,  Maman  n'aimait 
pas  faire  un  scene  devant  tout  le  monde 
et  elle  achetait  un  jouet  pour  lui.  C'est 
comme  cela  que  beaucoup  d'enfants  sont 
gates  en  leur  donnant  les  choses  qu'ils 
veulent. 

Catherine  Reardon,  '31. 


UN  VIAJE  POR  MARIA  A  LA 
PLAYA 

Un  dia  a  las  siete  Maria  Ramirez  quito 
la  ciudad  de  Boston  en  un  buque  para 
ir  a  la  playa,  donde  penso  quedarse  un 
mes.  La  manana  proxima  a  las  seis  el 
buque  llego  a  Portland.  Luego  Maria 
se  encamino  a  Boothbay,  en  Maine. 

Cuando  llego  a  la  casa  de  su  amiga, 
eran  los  dos  de  la  tarde.  A  las  tres  fue 
a  dar  un  paseo  a  caballo  por  dos  horas 
por  la  orilla.  Aquella  noche  se  acosto 
temprano. 

Luego  por  un  mes  se  divirtio.  Por  la 
manana  las  dos  nifias  baiiaban  en  el  mar 
por  dos  6  tres  horas;  luego  un  paseo  a 
vela  la  tarde.  Todo  lo  que  es  necesario 
para  divertirse,  Maria  lo  hallo  a  la  playa. 

Ella  sintio  mucho  cuando  era  tiempo 
de  volver  a  su  casa  otra  vez  pero  sabia 
que  el  verano  proximo  no  era  muy  lejos. 
Mary  Cassidy,  '31. 
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AL  TELEFONO 
— Hola,  hola,  iDorotca? 
— No,  Manuela. 
— iAlicia? 

— Si,  Manuela.     Escucha,   Manuela,  mi 
hermana  y  Juan  y  yo  vamos  al  cinema- 
tografo.    <i,Quiere  Vd.  ir  con  nosotras? 
— Si,  Alicia.     Con  gusto.     i.A  que  hora 
va  Vd.? 

— Sera  a  las  tres. 

— Bien.  Les  esperare  a  Yds.  aquf. 
<;,Piensa  Vd.  que  la  representation  es 
buena? 

— Si,  senorita,  segun  lo  que  dice  todo  el 
mundo. 

— iDe  veras?     iBien! 
— <j,D6nde  esta  su  hermana  ahora? 
— Esta,  par  arriba. 
—Si,  eh? 
— Si,  Manuela. 

— Ahora,  Alicia,  no  olvide  Vd.  de  pasar 
par  mi  casa. 

— No,  senorita,  no  olvidare.  Buenas 
dias,  hasta  luego. 

— Buenas  dias,  Alicia,  y  muchas  gracias. 
— No  hay  de  que,  Manuela. 
— Que  lo  pase  Vd.  bien. 

Bridget  E.  Dillon,  'SO. 


PERDIDA 

Cuando    nina    pequefia,    vivfa    ea    el 

campo.     Todo.s  lofl  dias  daba  pascos  largos 
en  los  carnpos  y  el  bosque  grandc  cerca  de 
nuestra  casa. 
Un  dfa  cref  que  me  gustaria  andar  poi 

el  bosque  y  tratar  de  hallar  un  sitio  donde 
no  habia  nunca  estado.  Antes  de  llegar 
al  bosque  tenia  que  andar  por  un  gran 
campo  en  que  estaban  muchas  pilas  de 
madera.  Seguia  el  camino  pequeno  del 
bosque,  pero  pronto  termino.  Yo  hallaba 
muchas  flores  hermosas  mientras  que 
caminaba.  De  repente  senti  que  estaba 
perdida.  Corri  por  el  bosque,  pero  no 
pude  hallar  el  camino  pequeno.  Mientras 
de  correr,  vi  una  abertura  enfrente  de 
mi.  Corri  por  ella;  me  encontre  en  un 
gran  campo  como  al  principio;  crei  que 
era  el  campo  por  el  cual  habia  entrado 
en  el  bosque,  pero  este  campo  era  mas 
grande,  y  lleno  de  madera.  Me  senti 
y  empece  a  llorar. 

Ande  por  este  campo  hasta  que  entre 
en  el  camino.  Despues  de  andar  por  dos 
horas,  llegue  a  mi  casa. 

Era  la  ultima  vez  que  yo  estaba  perdida. 
Eleanor  MacCready,  '30. 


MADAMOISELLE  ACHETE  UN  CHAPEAU 


Les  Personnages:  Madamoiselle  et  La 
Marchande. 

La  Scene:  Dans  lc  magasin  de  la 
marchande. 

La  Marchande:  Que  desirez-vous  ce 
matin,  Madamoiselle? 

Madamoiselle:  Je  desire  acheter  un 
chapeau  bon  marche. 

La  Marchande:  Tiens,  Madamoiselle. 
J'ai  ce  que  vous  desirez.  Voici  un  tres 
beau  chapeau  vert  avec  une  longue 
plume  bleue. 

Madamoiselle:  Oh,  Madame.  II  est 
tres  chic,  n'est-ce  pas?    Combien  coiite-il? 


La  Marchande:  II  est  cent  vingt-cinq 
francs. 

Madamoiselle:  II  est  trop  cher.  Com- 
bien coute  celui-la  dans  le  coin,  le  chapeau 
blanc  avec  le  ruban  noir? 

La  Marchande:  II  coute  cent  francs. 
C'est  une  occasion. 

Madamoiselle:  II  est  vraiment  bon 
marche  et  je  desire  racheter. 

La  Marchande:  Merci,  Madame.  Ren- 
trez  dans  mon  magazin  une  autre  fois. 

Madamoiselle:  Merci,  beaucoup  de 
votre  bonte,  Madame.  Bon  jour.  Madame. 

La  Marchande :  Bon  jour.  Madamoiselle. 
Dorothy  Acton.  '38. 
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DRAMATIC 

The  Dramatic  Club  held  its  second 
party  and  initiation  of  the  year  on  Fri- 
day, March  7,  1930.  This  time,  the 
juniors,  chosen  to  carry  on  the  work  of 
the  Club  for  the  coming  year,  were 
initiated.  This  party  was  held  in  the 
library.  Music  for  dancing  was  fur- 
nished by  the  "Junior  Melody  Boys." 
The  incoming  juniors  chose  certain  mem- 
bers to  put  on  skits.  Everett  Wilson 
and  Thomas  Mulvehill  presented  the 
funniest  and  most  unusual  of  the  group. 

One  honor  held  by  the  Dramatic  Club 
is  that  every  member  of  the  Senior  Play 
Cast  except  two,  were  members  of  the 
Dramatic  Club. 

The  work  at  the  Dramatic  Club  meet- 
ings has  been  very  interesting.  A  differ- 
ent program  is  mapped   out  for  every 


CLUB  NOTES 
meeting  by  a  committee.  First  a  book 
of  plays  was  read  and  dramatized. 
Second,  oral  topics  were  given,  about  the 
motion  picture  industry.  The  last  and 
by  far  the  most  interesting,  was  make-up 
work.  This  work  was  first  studied  by 
Jean  Score  and  Catherine  Breen.  At 
the  meeting  they  chose  Betty  Everett 
and  Aurelia  Hoegler  as  their  subjects. 
Their  work  was  supervised  by  Miss  Gray 
who  explained  each  step  as  it  went  along. 
The  Dramatic  Club  has  made  plans 
for  a  play  to  be  given  in  assembly  with 
an  admission  charged.  The  proceeds  of 
the  play  are  to  pay  the  expenses  of  send- 
ing two  high-school  boys  to  the  Colby 
College  Oratorical  Contest.  The  boys 
have,  as  yet,  not  been  chosen. 

Martin  A.  Berezin,  '30, 
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SCHOOL  ACTIVITIES 


January  14,  1930 
On  Tuesday  afternoon  the  entire  stu- 
dent body  gathered  in  the  gymnasium 
for  an  assembly.  Mr.  Archibald  acted 
as  chairman,  and  he  opened  the  program 
with  remarks  and  announcements.  The 
speaker  for  the  occasion,  Mr.  T.  Willis 
was  then  introduced.  He  gave  a  very 
interesting  and  educational  talk  on  teleg- 
raphy, speaking  chiefly  about  the  ocean 
cable.  Mr.  Willis  was  accompanied  by 
Mrs.  Davis  who  is  connected  with  the 
Norwood  branch  of  the  Western  Union 
Telegraph  Company.  The  assembly 
closed  with  the  singing  of  "Norwood." 

January  24,  1930 
A  very  much  enjoyed  assembly  was  pre- 
sented by  the  musical  organizations  of  our 
school  on  this  Friday.    James  Davenport 
acted  as  chairman  and  announced  the 


various  numbers.  The  program  included 
both  vocal  and  instrumental  music  con- 
sisting of  vocal  solos,  duets,  selections  by 
the  boys  glee  club,  the  orchestra  as  a 
whole,  and  solos  and  duets  by  various 
instruments  of  the  orchestra.  A  longer 
program  had  been  arranged,  but  time  was 
short  and  we  regretted  that  we  couldn't 
enjoy  more  of  it.  Much  credit  is  due 
Professor  Dethier  for  giving  us  such  a 
splendid  program. 

February  21,  1930 
On  the  Friday  afternoon  before  our 
week's  vacation,  a  semi-patriotic  assembly 
was  held  in  commemoration  of  Lincoln's 
and  Washington's  birthdays.  The  pro- 
gram included  selections  by  the  orchestra, 
two  vocal  solos,  and  an  appropriate 
reading  by  Frank  Ruggiero.  The  senior 
class  president,  Irving  Silverman,  acted 
as  chairman. 


The  next  issue  of  our  magazine  will  be 
the  final  one  and  it  will  be  devoted  chiefly 
to  interesting  data  and  statistics  concern- 
ing the  senior  class. 


At  this  time,  we  wish  to  thank  the 
teachers  and  students  of  the  Commercial 
Department  for  their  very  willing  assist- 
ance in  preparing  our  manuscript  for  the 
press. 
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SENIOR  CLASS  MEETINGS 


On  January  8  a  meeting  was  called 
for  the  seniors  in  the  boys'  side  of  the 
gym.  After  the  opening  exercises,  Mr. 
Archibald  gave  a  short  talk  on  the  Senior 
Prom.  He  urged  the  class  to  make  the 
affair  a  successful  one,  both  socially  and 
financially.  The  pupils  were  then  dis- 
missed. 

The  senior  class  held  a  meeting  in  the 
girls'  side  of  the  gym  on  January  16  for 
the  purpose  of  discussing  the  Senior 
play,  "Polly  With  a  Past,"  which  was  to 
be  giveo  in  the  Junior  High  School 
Auditorium  on  February  19  and  20. 

Arthur  Crimmins  gave  a  synopsis  of 
the  play.  Summaries  of  the  characters 
were  then  passed  out  and  the  seniors 
selected  the  parts  they  wished  to  try  out 
for. 

The  seniors  were  called  to  another 
meeting  on  January  29.  After  the  open- 
ing exercises  were  held,  Mr.  Archibald 
spoke  about  the  trip  to  Washington. 
Details  of  the  trip  may  be  found  on  the 
bulletin  board  of  the  senior  home  rooms. 

He  then  told  the  seniors  that  if  they 
had  any  intentions  of  going  to  a  school 
beyond  high  school,  they  should  be  tak- 
ing steps  toward  filing  applications  now. 
A  special  meeting  was  held  for  those  who 
had  such  intentions  and  the  rest  of  the 
class  was  dismissed. 

The  senior  class  met  in  the  gym  on 
February  7  for  the  purpose  of  talking 
about  the  sale  of  tickets  for  the  Senior 


Play.  The  meeting  was  opened  by 
President  Silverman,  and  the  secretary's 
report  was  read. 

Kelly  then  gave  a  financial  report  of 
the  Senior  Prom  and  a  business  report 
of  the  Senior  Play.  He  urged  the  class 
to  make  a  larger  sale  of  tickets  this  year 
because  expenses  for  the  play  were  higher 
than  in  other  years.  The  meeting  was 
then  adjourned. 

On  February  13  a  senior  class  meeting 
was  held  in  the  girls'  side  of  the  gym. 
After  the  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  were 
read  and  accepted,  President  Silverman 
talked  about  the  sale  of  tickets  for  the 
Senior  Play.  Kelly  then  listed  the  ex- 
penses of  the  play  and  Miss  McGonagle 
told  the  class  what  had  been  done  other 
years  in  the  sale  of  tickets.  Mr.  Archi- 
bald gave  a  short  talk  and  the  meeting 
was  adjourned. 

Another  class  meeting  was  called  on 
February  18  for  the  purpose  of  giving  a 
report  on  the  progress  of  the  play.  The 
meeting  was  called  to  order  by  the 
president,  and  the  secretary's  report 
was  read.  Kelly  made  a  report  on  the 
sale  of  Senior  Play  tickets.  Miss  Mc- 
Gonagle gave  a  talk  in  which  she  repri- 
manded the  class  for  its  apparent  lack 
of  interest  in  selling  tickets.  She  then 
explained  the  Scholarship  Fund  which 
was  started  by  the  Class  of  1923. 
The  meeting  was  then  adjourned  and  the 
pupils  dismissed. 


1st  N.  H.  Student: 
isn't  it?" 

2nd  N.  H.  Student 
(moralless) . 


Horrible  scandal, 


Yeah  mor-a-less' 


Many  Americans  often  express  their 
opinions  to  a  "dot."  Also  many  golf 
players  express  their  feelings  to  a  tee. 
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SENIOR  NOTES 

The  Seniors  have  succeeded  in  keeping 
the  Scholarship  Cup  for  the  first  three 
terms.  Let's  sec  if  we  can't  keep  it  for 
the  rest  of  the  year.  The  Sophomores 
are  giving  us  a  great  deal  of  competition, 
so  we'll  have  to  work  hard  to  keep  ahead 
of  them. 

The  annual  Freak  Day  assembly  was 
held  on  April  1.  This  year  the  Freaks 
gave  a  Minstrel  Show  which  was  an  en- 
tirely new  idea.  The  Class  was  the 
chorus,  and  dance  numbers,  stunts  and 
other  special  features  added  greatly  to 
the  amusement  of  the  Juniors  and 
Sophomores. 


SOPHOMORE  NOTES 
On  Monday  afternoon,  March  3rd, 
the  Sophomore  Ring  Committee  under 
the  supervision  of  Miss  Johngren  selected 
four  rings  which  they  thought  would  be 
favored  by  the  whole  class. 

The  rings  were  shown  to  each  home- 
room by  the  members  of  the  committee; 
and  in  this  way  the  class  voted  on  the 
ring  which  it  preferred. 

The  committee  is  composed  of  a  mem- 
ber from  each  Sophomore  homeroom. 
The  members  are : 

Frances  Pielka. 
Russell  Miller. 
Francis  McLennan. 
Francis  Concannon. 
Helen  Donavan. 
James  Murray. 
Arthur  Spencer. 
Dorothy  Acton. 
Amelia  Stillman. 


JUNIOR  CLASS  NOTES 

The  Juniors  have  had  a  quiet  season, 
as  far  as  class  activities  are  concerned, 
the  last  social  affair  being  the  Junior 
Prom.  The  class  will  be  interested  to 
know  that  we  made  850.91  on  the  Prom. 

Some  of  our  members  have  been  doing 
well  in  other  activities.  John  Mc- 
Donough  and  Leo  McTernan  are  play- 
ing good  basket  ball  on  the  second  team. 
They  should  be  excellent  material  for 
the  first  team  next  year. 

Frances  Farrelly  and  Alice  Kasparas 
sang  very  well  in  the  Washington's  Birth- 
day Assembly. 

Frances  Farrelly  also  is  on  the  Debat- 
ing team  and  was  one  of  the  team  which 
defeated  Medfield.  William  Clancy  has 
also  done  good  work  on  the  Debating 
team. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  SOPH'S  GRAVE 
Here  lies  a  poor  and  lowly  "soph," 
To  him  we  send  our  praises. 
In  English,  he  amused  the  class 
By  using  perfect  phrases. 
In  French  you  should  have  heard  him! 
He  couldn't  "parlez-vous." 
He  once  (?)  was  "bounced"  from  study- 
hall 
Because  he  liked  to  chew. 
He  never  did  his  homework ; 
We're  certain  that  he  knew 
The  meaning  of  the  little  phrase : 
"Report  at  half-past  two!" 
But  our  poor  "soph"  has  met  his  fate; 
He's  gone  beyond  the  stars. 
In  gym  he  slipped  and  killed  himself  J 
While  on  the  parallel  bars. 

John  Payne,  [31. 


Many  people  think  that  the  only  real 
difficult  problem  that  George  Washington 
had  to  contend  with,  was  that  he  couldn't 
tell  a  lie. 


Then  there  was  the  girl  who  put 
vanishing  cream  on  visible  hairpins  to 
make  them  invisible. 
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THE  RING  COMMITTEE 


Such  compliments  given  to  us  Sopho- 
mores!   What  did  it  mean? 

But  we  were  soon  to  find  out.  It 
seemed  that  every  salesman  who  came 
into  the  room  was  more  complimentary 
than  his  predecessor.  At  last  it  dawned 
on  the  committee  that  they  were  just 
trying  "to  kid  us  along."  After  that  it 
was  amusing  to  hear  some  of  the  persons 
displaying  their  rings,  observe  in  their 
casual  way,  "Such  charming  taste."  "I 
never  saw  such  good  judgment."  "This 
committee  surely  knows  a  good  ring  when 
they  see  one." 

Of  course  all  that  is  in  a  day's  work, 
especially  when  one  is  a  salesman  and  is 
running  against  competition  from  other 
firms.     The  salesman  in  that  case  must 


have  a  ready  vocabulary  and  several 
pretty  speeches  with  which  he  can  flatter 
his  customers. 

In  most  cases  each  salesman  also  had 
a  "little  secret"  to  tell  us  about  his  ring. 
Of  course  we  on  the  committee  were  to 
realize  that  no  other  firm  knew  about  it. 
Taking  the  salesman's  word  for  this, 
about  five  or  ten  minutes  later,  we  would 
be  quite  surprised  when  another  sales- 
man would  accidentally  mention  the 
"little  secret"  which  the  other  had  told 
us  and  in  addition  to  this,  he  would  also 
tell  us  another  "little  secret"  about  his 
ring. 

But  now  that  we  have  had  experience 
with  salesmen,  we  take  all  their  flattery 
"cum  grano  salis." 

Dorothy  Acton,  '32. 


Whenever  I  buy 
A  nice  new  tie, 
He  is  the  first 
To  try  it  on. 


THE  KID 


Full  of  despair 
I  pull  my  hair, 
To  see  my  trunk 
All  upside  down. 


Whenever  he  wants, 
He  always  haunts 
My  room,  to  find 
What  he  desires. 


I  tell  my  mother, 
But  he's  my  brother. 
Oh!  what's  the  use — 
He's  only  a  kid. 

Julius  Tumavicus,  '30. 


TRIALS  OF  A  PROFESSOR 


It  was  the  21st  of  August.  Professor 
Edgars  held  sway  over  the  seventh  period 
study  hall — at  least  he  officially  did. 
The  last  bell  rang  and  he  shut  the  door. 

"From  now  on,  there  will  be  no  more 
talking,"  he  announced,  and  with  that 
statement,  he  glared  fiercely  at  the  class 
over  his  sporned  rimmed  hectacles,  I 
mean  his  spect  rimmed  hornacles — well 


anyway,  his  rimmed  hect  spornacles  and 
proceeded  to  check  off  names  in  his  at- 
tendance book. 

"For  the  last  time,  must  I  tell  you 
to  keep  quiet,"  he  growled,  but  this  pro- 
duced only  a  momentary  effect.  The 
band  in  the  front  of  the  room  then  struck 
up  the  martial  strains  of  the  "NC-4 
March"   which   was  greeted   with  great 
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enthusiasm  by  the  other  occupants  of  the 
twin  study  halls,  who  beat  time  with 
their  feet.  The  professor  rushed  to  the 
front  of  the  room  with  his  pencil  and  pad 
which  combination  immediately  silenced 
that  group  of  lawbreakers,  but  now  the 
refrain  was  taken  up  by  the  other  mu- 
sicians in  the  rear  of  the  hall.  The 
frantic  professor  hurried  back  and  forth 
first  subduing  one  group  and  then  rushing 
toward  other  enthusiasts  of  the  art  of  the 
Muses. 

Finally,  he  commanded  the  situation 
with  the  threat,  "If  you  don't  shut  up, 
I'll  keep  the  whole  class  after  school.     In 


fact,  I've  a  good  mind  to  keep  you  all. 
anyway." 

"Oh,  Professor  Edgars,  you  wouldn't 
keep  me  this  afternoon,  would  you?" 
pleaded  a  petite,  bobbed-haired  blonde 
of  seventeen,  "I  have  a  pressing  engage- 
ment elsewhere." 

"Well,  I  guess  you  can  go  this  time, 
but  be  careful  after  this,"  he  replied, 
gruffly,  softening  before  her  appealing 
smile.  At  this,  a  gale  of  laughter  swept 
the  class  and  the  professor,  with  a  look 
of  self-disgust  on  his  face,  phoned  for  a 
substitute  and  left  the  room. 

Franklin.  A.  Pierce,  '31. 


ALUMNI  NOTES 


Antoinette  Gotovich,  '28,  is  now  Mrs. 
Robert  Ferioli.  She  was  married  in 
February. 

Anna  Kadara,  '29,  is  employed  as 
bookkeeper  by  a  Jamaica  Plain  concern. 

Anna  Koplan,  '28,  is  engaged  to  be 
married.  We  do  not  know  the  name  of 
the  lucky  man. 

Francis  King,  '29,  has  charge  of  the 
Soda  Fountain  at  Liggets  Drug  Store. 

Jack  McNeelejr,  '29,  is  employed  at 
Bird  &  Son,  East  Walpole. 

Katherine  Thornton,  '29,  is  employed 
in  the  office  of  Winslow  Bros.  <fc  Smith 
Company. 

George  Frederickson,  '25,  led  the  con- 
cert given  by  the  Dartmouth  Musical 
Clubs  at  Symphony  Hall  March  28th. 

Mona  Morris,  '29,  was  queen  of  the 
Winter  Carnival  held  at  Bridgewater 
Xormal  School. 


Laurence  Reed.  '28,  now  lives  at  Hyde 
Park. 

Helen  Wacks,  '28,  expects  to  graduate 
from  Bridgewater  Xormal  in  June.  She 
is  now  gaining  teaching  experience  in 
the  Brockton  Schools. 

Anna  Jasionis,  '29,  is  working  in  the 
office  of  the  W.  T.  Grant  Company. 

Gertrude  Fulton,  '29,  is  attending  the 
Xorwood  Comptometer  School. 

Alice  Monboquette,  '29.  is  working  at 
the  Xorwood  Trust  Company. 

Gertrude  Danielson.  '29.  is  connected 
with  an  Insurance  company  at  Boston. 

In  preparation  for  our  Senior  Issue  we 
should  like  to  receive  interesting  items 
concerning  members  of  the  High  School 
Alumni.  Please  send  any  information 
to  the  Xorwood  High  School  in  the  care 
of  the  Editor  of  the  "  Arguenot." 


It  was  noticed  that  soon  after  we 
came  back  to  school  there  were  new 
"tragic"  officers  on  duty. 

"Is  football  your  favorite  game?" 
"No,   quail  on  toast  is  mine;  what's 
yours?" 


Boy  riding  with  Josh  Allen: 
a  pretty  town,  wasn't  it." 


'Say  this 


This  is  the  verdict  of  a  jury  given  by 
the  foreman:  "'The  jury  are  all  of  the 

same  mind — temporarily  insane." 
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ENGLISH  HUMOR 


If,  dear  reader,  you  don't  see  the  point 
to  these  jokes,  wait  twenty-four  hours 
before  filing  your  complaints.  The  Eng- 
lish always  take  plenty  of  time  to  digest 
humor,  and  since  these  jokes  are  English, 
do  thou  likewise. 

(1)  Teacher:  "Please  select  from  the 
italicized  words  in  Exercise  B  all  the 
nouns." 

Student  (very  indignantly):  "I  never 
have  studied  italicized  words." 

(2)  Teacher  (conducting  lesson  in  vo- 
cabulary): "What  does  fossilized  mean?" 

Student:  "I  think  it  means  acquainted 
with." 

Teacher  (puzzled):  "Acquainted  with?" 

Student-  (with  profound  faith  in  Noah 
Webster):  "That's  what  the  dictionary 
said." 

Second  Student  (to  whom  the  mystery 
is  perfectly  clear;  hence  she  wildly  waves 


her  hand):  "No,  teacher,  not  acquainted 
with  but  antiquated." 

Teacher's  Thoughts:  Best  left  to  the 
imagination  of  the  reader. 

(3)  Proposition  for  debate;  Resolved: 
That  courses  in  oral  or  written  com- 
position are  a  waste  of  time  since  every- 
body knows  what  you  mean  anyway. 

Affirmative:  Trite  and  threadbare 
arguments  with  which  the  public  has 
long  been  familiar. 

Negative:  Since  "brevity  is  the  soul  of 
wit,"  the  following  will  suffice. 

This  gem  is  taken  from  a  Sophomore's 
account  of  the  annual  party  given  by  his 
class.  "The  Gymnasium  was  decorated 
with  the  class  colors,  awkward  and  silver." 

Editor's  Note:  Orchid  and  silver  are 
the  colors  of  the  233  members  of  the  class 
of  '32. 
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.FOUNDED     BV    THE    CLASS    OF    1925. 


FOREWORD 


Recently  the  observation  has  been 
made  that  the  Quest  Club  has  been  taking 
few  trips  during  the  last  two  years. 
This  is  true.  We  wonder  if  all  of  our 
present  members  realize  that  the  initiative 
in  trips  of  this  kind  should  come  from 
them. 

If  there  is  any  place  of  interest  you 
would  like  to  visit,  or  any  plays  or  con- 
certs you  would  like  to  attend,  why  not 
mention  that  fact  to  the  President  of  the 
Club.  Perhaps  other  Questers  might  be 
interested  in  the  same  thing.  No  group 
is  too  small  to  consider  in  planning  a  trip. 

A  few  of  the  Quest  Club  boys  have 


recently  undertaken  a  new  project.  Miss 
Cogan,  of  the  Norwood  Civic  Association, 
has  for  some  time  allowed  the  little  boys 
of  the  town  to  use  the  gymnasium  of  the 
Civic  Association  for  play  on  Saturday 
mornings.  She  regretted  that  the  boys 
were  entirely  without  help  or  supervision 
in  their  play  and  appealed  to  the  Quest 
Club  boys  for  help.  A  number  of  our 
athletes  immediately  responded,  and  are 
giving  their  services  as  coaches  free  even- 
Saturday  morning.  And  the  little  boys 
who  have  seen  their  gods  descend  from 
the  football  field  and  come  into  their 
midst  believe  themselves  in  Paradise. 


REPORT  OF  THE  SECRETARY 


Since  the  beginning  of  the  hew  year 
there  have  been  five  meetings  of  the 
Quest  Club  Board.  The  most  important 
pieces  of  business  taken  up  at  these 
meetings  were  as  follows : 

1.  It  was  voted  to  send  one  hundred 
dollars  to  the  "Questers'  Aid"  Fund. 

2.  It  was  voted  to  continue  the  privi- 
lege of  free  taxi  service  for  Questers  who 
become  ill  in  school  and  who  are  unable 
to  walk  home. 

This  service  has  cost  the  Quest  Club 
only  ten  dollars  during  the   past  year. 


The  Board  feels  the  members  of  the  club 
appreciate  this  privilege,  and  have  in 
no  way  abused  it. 

3.  A  change  was  made  in  the  Consti- 
tution of  the  Club.  Beginning  1930, 
election  of  most  of  the  officers  will  take 
place  in  May  instead  of  October.  In 
the  future  the  Quest  Club  can  begin  its 
activity  immediately  when  school  opens 
in  September,  without  the  usual  wait  for 
election  of  officers.  Sophomore  repre- 
sentatives will  be  elected  as  formerly  in 
October. 

Thomas  CosteUo,  '32. 
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CHRISTMAS  PARTY  REPORT 

1929 

Gross  Receipts: 

Expenses: 

Food-sale 

$  87.87 

Mittens 

Donations 

108.55 

Dolls 

Sale  of  Candy 

43.04 

Toys 

Sale  of  Pennants 

8.75 

Candy 

Letter  Paper 

18.50 

Santa's  Suit 

J.  Sansone 

12.00 

Ice  Cream 

$278.71 


$39.60 

45.00 

18.30 

9.42 

5.00 

7.50 

5.00 

3.50 

2.25 

1.20 

11.42 

6.70 

$154.89 

James  Collins, 

Treasurer 
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Home  Economics  Department 


r 

/  Love     Health 

Culture     Happiness 
Friendship 


Home  is  where  the  heart  is, 
Friends  and  loved  ones  meeting. 
Joy  is  where  the  home  is, 
Ready  with  its  greeting." 


A   TOAST   TO   HOME   ECONOMICS 


The  Home  Economics  course  offered 
in  the  Norwood  High  School  should  be 
taken  by  every  girl  of  the  school  for  at 
least  a  year.  This  course  may  be  taken 
two  periods  a  week  or  eight  periods  as  a 
major  subject.  There  are  many  reasons 
for  the  Home  Economics  classes  being 
helpful. 

The  sewing  lessons  deal  with  a  familiar 
motto,  "a  stitch  in  time  saves  nine." 
Pupils  who  take  the  course  for  a  year  or 
more  are  able  to  make  garments  almost 
as  well  as  a  dressmaker.  The  ability  and 
achievement  of  the  pupils  is  due  to  the 
patient  and  fine  supervision  that  is  given 
to  all  the  girls  in  the  Home  Economics 
classes. 

Meal  preparation  is  also  one  of  the 
important  parts  of  the  Home  Economics 
course.  A  daughter  who  can  go  into  the 
kitchen  and  prepare  food  that  is  well 
cooked  and  manage  the  home  is  always  a 
comfort.  By  the  way,  what  did  you  do 
to  help  the  last  time  your  mother  was 
ill?    Most  people  claim  a  sure  recipe  for 


making  a  mother  get  well  is  a  helpful 
daughter. 

The  ideals  of  the  Home  Economics 
classes  are  remarkable.  Duty,  Friend- 
ship and  Honor  are  the  most  outstanding. 
Many  interesting  conversations  are  held 
in  the  different  classes  dealing  with  these 
ideals  and  also  about  topics  of  the  day 
which  are  interesting.  A  great  deal  is 
gained  through  these  conversations  which 
will  help  the  pupils  in  later  life.  Since 
every  well  brought-up  girl  has  the  am- 
bition to  be  a  successful  home-maker, 
all  girls  should  take  this  course. 

I  sincerely  hope  that  girls  who  have  not 
elected  the  Home  Economics  course  in 
the  past  will  do  so  next  year  if  they  are 
able.  I  hope  the  girls  who  are  graduating 
this  year  and  have  overlooked  the  oppor- 
tunity of  ever  being  a  member  of  our 
Home  Economics  classes  will  find  a  way 
later  in  life  to  get  some  courses  in  home- 
making,  for  how  can  any  training  be  of 
more  value  in  our  future  lives? 

Mary  Talbot,  'SI. 
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EFFORT  LEADS  TO  SUCCESS 


Millicent  Daune  was  a  new  girl  in  the 
Senior  High  School.  She  came  from  a 
country  village  where  they  had  no  school 
other  than  a  Grammar  School.  On  the 
first  day  of  the  term  she  chose  her  course 
in  which  Home  Economics  was  included. 
She  liked  everything  in  her  course  but 
she  was  rather  doubtful  about  Home 
Economics.  She  knew  how  to  cook  and 
often  prepared  meals  at  home;  but  she 
did  not  enjoy  serving. 

However,  Millicent  enrolled  in  the 
Home  Economics  class.  The  girls  were 
all  new  and  strange  to  her.  The  teacher 
was  very  kind  to  her  and  realized  that 
she  had  never  tried  to  sew  on  a  machine 
before.  Our  friend  was  often  discouraged 
and  many  times  felt  that  she  wanted  to 
change  her  course,  but  she  kept  on 
patiently  with  her  sewing. 

By  the  middle  of  the  year  Millicent  was 


far  behind  with  her  work,  but  the  teacher 
encouraged  her  and  helped  her  as  much  as 
possible.  Now,  when  the  term  is  three- 
quarters  gone  Millicent  likes  to  sew.  Do 
you  know  why?  It  is  partly  because  she 
had  an  idea  that  she  wanted  to  become 
a  Home  Economics  teacher  and  her 
parents  had  told  her  that  she  would  be 
unable  to  find  a  position  as  a  teacher  of 
cooking  alone.  Home  training  means 
so  much  more  and  in  home  life  we  must 
find  good  in  all  worthy  and  important 
duties.  Through  effort  Millicent  not 
only  likes  to  sew  but  she  is  rewarded  by 
seeing  improvement  in  her  ability,  prov- 
ing that  it  pays  to  try  and  try  and  try 
again. 

Perhaps  some  day  Millicent  Daune 
will  become  a  teacher  of  Home  Economics, 
specializing  in  "Clothing  Construction." 
Who  knows? 

Zona  White,  '32. 


MY  HOME 


My  Home,   dear  folks,   is  a  wonderful      Comradeship,  love,  ideals,  understanding, 
thing.  A  real  home  leads  to  the  goal  of  good 

Joys  and  sorrow  are  mingled  within.  landing. 

I  love  my  home,  I  hope  you  do  yours,  The   Home    life    brings    cooperation   to 

There  is  much  more  in  it  than  walls  and  success 

doors.  And  love  in  its  walls  can  never  do  less. 

So  think  of  your  home  as  a  place  for  great 

fun. 
And  }^ou'll  find  it  as  sure  as  the  rising  sun. 
Fanny  Lechter,  '32. 


"Home  Economics! 
up-to-date    sound    in    the    very    words! 
This  is  a  term  selected  for  our  course 
which  conveys  a  system  of  efficiency,  and 


HOME  ECONOMICS"  DEFINED 

What  a  modern,  careful  planning  in  order  to  get  the  full 
value  from  each  expenditure  of  money, 
time,  and  effort  in  the  home." 

Marie  Flaherty,  '32. 
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STYLE  REVIEW 


Susie  Slim  and  Stella  Stout, 
Two  young  maids  you've  seen  about. 
Susie;  angles,  points  and  chilly — 
Stella;  circles,  curves  and  silly — 
Both  contented  with  their  style, 
So  why  disturb  such  blissful  guile? 


Stella 
Stout 


May  we  offer  just  this  bit? 

(We  Home  Ec-ers  never  twit.) 

We  would  say  to  Susie  Slim, 

"Graceful  curves  should  frame  your  chin, 

Stella  needs  your  points  and  V's, 

Such  compromise  in  dress  would  please." 


HOME  ECONOMICS  HUMOR 

A  monologue  is  a  conversation  between 
a  man  and  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Newly  wed:  "Oh,  Jack,  you  let 
the  draft  from  the  door  blow  my  recipe 
book  sheet  and  now  I've  no  idea  what  I 
was  making." 

Mistress:  "Oh!  Jane,  how  did  you 
break  that  vase?" 

Maid:  "I'm  very  sorry,  I  was  acci- 
dentally dusting." 


1. 
head 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 


HEALTH  SLOGANS 
He  who  eats  cabbage  has  a  good 


Eat  fish  and  watch  the  scales. 

Eat  greens  and  look  fresh. 

Up  nights,  down  days. 

Sleep    ten    hours    and    stay    wide 
awake. 

6.   Open  your  windows  and  throw  out 
vour  chest. 
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CLUB  DOINGS 


Our  Yell: 

Glory  be,  who  are  we? 
We're  Home  Ec-ers,  can't  you  see? 
Full  of  ginger,  full  of  pep, 
We're  for  club  work,  you  just  bet. 

Our  Motto: 
Health,  Home  and  Happiness. 

Our  Colors: 

Yellow    and    White.       (Wisdom    and 
Purity.) 

Our  Creed : 

I  have  to  live  with  myself  and  so 


I  want  to  be  fit  for  myself  to  know; 
I  want  to  be  able  as  days  go  by 
Always  to  look  myself  in  the  eye, 
I  want  to  stand  with  the  setting  sun 
And  value  myself  by  the  good  I've  done. 
Whatever  happens,  I  want  to  be 
Self-respecting  and  conscience  free. 
Our  Song: 

Hail,  Hail,  the  club's  all  here, 

Do  we  like  our  club  work? 

Yes  we  like  our  club  work; 

Hail,  Hail,  we're  full  of  cheer 

Do  we  like  our  club  work?    Yes! 


OUR  SOCIAL  GROUP  ENTERTAINS 


With  their  usual  willingness  to  be  of 
service,  our  social  group  with  Maiy 
Talbot  as  chairman  and  Annie  Smolski, 
Helen  Plosinski,  Lilyan  Paquette,  Doris 
Plummer  as  helpers,  prepared  and  served 
dainty  refreshments  to  the  visiting  and 
home  team  at  the  Millis  game,  girls' 
basket  ball.  They  were  assisted  after 
the    game   with   the   less   pleasant   but 


always  inevitable  "  clean-up"  which  fol- 
lows most  any  good  time,  by  members 
of  the  team.  Such  spirit  of  cooperation 
is  highly  commendable  and  our  School 
and  Social  Groups  have  pledged  them- 
selves to  stand  ready  at  any  time  to  be 
of  like  service  to  any  department  in  the 
school  at  anv  time. 


THE  CANTON  HOSPITAL  SCHOOL 


The  Canton  Hospital  School  is  located 
on  the  out-skirts  of  Canton.  This  school 
consists  of  many  buildings  connected  by 
a  pavilion  and  surrounded  by  a  silvery 
lake  on  one  side  and  nature's  picturesque 
woods  on  the  opposite  side. 

Frequently  boys  and  girls  can  be  seen 
around  the  building  pushing  their  invalid 
pals  in  wheelchairs  with  one  hand  and 
supporting  themselves  with  a  crutch  in 
the  other. 

Passing  through  class  rooms  one  may 
see  boys  actively  making  useful  articles 
or  painting  beautiful  sceneries  while  the 
girls  are  making  clothing  for  the  younger 
children.  They  are  also  taught  handi- 
craft by  an  Indian  woman.  Music  is 
taught  by  a  blind  teacher  to  those  whose 
voices  are  exceptionally  good. 


After  the  children  are  graduated  from 
grammar  school  they  usually  return  to 
their  permanent  homes,  but  unfortunately 
a  few  boys  and  girls  are  homeless  and 
therefore  the  state  makes  provision  for 
them  to  continue  their  stay.  During  this 
period  of  time  they  are  taught  shorthand 
and  typewriting  which  are  the  only 
studies  their  High  School  curriculum 
offers. 

When  visits  are  made  to  Canton  our 
crippled  friends  always  greet  us  with  a 
hearty  smile  in  spite  of  their  ailments. 
All  children  are  trained  to  become 
efficient  and  healthy  men  and  women 
and  are  given  care  such  as  any  loving 
mother  would  give  her  own. 

Margaret  Selwyn,  '32. 
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Norwood  Senior  High  School,  Norwood,  Massacfa 
March  7,  1930. 


Dear  Geneva: 

Our  Home  Economics  Club  has  been 
so  busy  that  I  almost  forgot  to  write 
and  tell  you  what  we  have  been  doing. 

On  February  thirteenth  the  club  gave 
a  valentine  party  to  the  Canton  Hospital 
School  and  I  will  write  you  what  we  did 
at  the  party  which  was  a  great  success. 

Mary  Donahue  announced  the  program 
which  included  a  number  of  humorous 
readings  by  Fannie  Lechter.  Her  selec- 
tions were  much  enjoyed  by  all.  Mary 
Talbot  and  I  gave  a  dance  skit  in  costume 
and  I  gave  a  reading.  But  best  of  all 
was  a  dramatization  of  "The  Mock 
Marriage."  The  parts  were  taken  as 
follows:  the  bride,  Faith  Bagley;  the 
groom,  Margaret  Selwyn;  the  minister, 
Mary  Talbot;  the  bridesmaid,  Lilyan 
herself;  and  the  flower  girl,  Elsie  Brown. 

After  the  entertainment  dainty  refresh- 
ments were  served.  We  made  the  dainti- 
est little  cakes  in  our  Home  Economics 


classes  and  had  great  fun  decorating  them 
with  hearts  and  candies  in  valentine  style. 

We  took  these  over  with  us  and  ;d-<>  pro- 
vided bon-bons  and  favors  and  the 
napkins  were  contributed  by  Madeline 
Phillips  and  Dorothy  Tolan.  The  ice 
cream  was  given  by  Dr.  Fish.  Don't 
you  think  that  was  kind  of  him? 

It  poured  torrents  the  day  of  the  party 
but  our  enthusiasm  was  not  dampened 
one  bit  by  the  weather.  Every  club 
member  was  present.  I  am  sure  that 
the  Canton  children  enjoyed  our  visit 
because  of  the  way  they  responded  with 
a  rousing  cheer  and  a  song  for  our  club. 

I  wish  you  were  back  at  Norwood  High 
with  us  again  so  that  you  might  enjoy 
our  Home  Economics  Club  as  much  as 
we  do. 

Write  soon  and  tell  me  all  the  news. 
Sincerely, 

Lilyan  Paquette,  '■!.'. 


IS  CLUB-WORK  WORTH  WHILE? 


Dear  Miss  Selwyn:    (Sec.  H.  Ec.  Club.) 

Your  club  gave  our  girls  a  gay  holiday 
afternoon  in  spite  of  the  weather.  Your 
friends  will  no  doubt  write  individually 
telling  you  so,  but  this  is  to  say  for  all  of 
us  how  much  we  thank  you  for  all  the 
kind  thought  that  made  you  do  so  much 
for  us. 

Especially  I  wish  to  add  my  personal 


A  REACTION 

Canton,  Mass..  Feb.  14,  1930. 
thanks  for  the  delicious  and  festive  cakes 
which  made  another  party  when  they 
reached  my  quarters. 

We  shall  hope  to  sec  you  again  from 
time  to  time,  and  with  all  good  wishes, 
believe  me, 

Cordially  yours. 

Ruth  Park. 
(Hostess,  Canton  Hospital  School.) 


—   OUF?      ErV|BLE/*1  — 
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BASKET  BALL 


Norwood  42  Framingham  20 

Under  the  green  and  white  colors  of 
the  senior  class  which  had  decorated  the 
gym  for  the  Senior  Prom,  the  Norwood 
basket  ball  quintet  led  by  Captain 
"Yero"  Zinkowski  cleaned  up  the  Fram- 
ingham hoopsters  to  the  extent  of  42-20. 
The  green  and  red  clad  Norwood  team 
ran  rings  around  their  bewildered  op- 
ponents. Captain  Zinkowski  led  in  the 
scoring  with  seventeen  points,  twelve  of 
which  were  gained  in  the  first  few  minutes 
of  that  second  half  when  the  Framingham 
basket  was  red  hot  from  the  friction 
caused  by  the  ball  swishing  through  it. 

Norwood  2nds  9  Framingham  2nds  18 
But,  as  it  were,  to  make  up  for  their 
first  team's  defeat,  the  Framingham  2nds 
came  across  and  beat  Norwood  seconds. 
Well,  about  the  best  way  to  alibi  that 
is  in  what  Leo  Daley,  coach  at  English 
High,  said  to  us  at  the  Football  Banquet. 
He  said  that  Stevens,  coach  at  Yale, 
made  this  statement  to  the  pressmen 
after  this  year's  Harvard- Yale  Game: 
"You  can  tell  the  world  that  Harvard  has 
a  great  team  because  they  beat  a  better 
one  today."  Just  substitute  Framing- 
ham for  Harvard  and  you  have  it. 

The  Norwood  seconds  were :  Grushkin, 
Sadaway,     Trailor,     captain,      Murray, 


Smelstor,  Zinkowski  (brother  of  "Zin- 
kowski, the  Great")  and  Vasilianskis 
(who  plays  guard  better  on  the  football 
team) . 


Norwood  11 


Franklin  19 


Well,  well,  well.  But  that's  what 
comes  of  having  a  game  on  a  fishy  day. 
Franklin  went  and  threw  a  monkey- 
wrench  in  the  works.  Lady-luck  was 
with  them,  that's  all.  And  then,  too, 
they  have  had  more  practice  and  they've 
already  played  about  umpteen  games — 
so  there  now. 

But  in  all  seriousness  this  game  cer- 
tainly fooled  the  experts.  They  had 
Norwood  a  fifty  to  one  favorite!  Their 
explanation  was  that  it  was  just  an  off 
day  for  the  Norwood  five.  We  think 
so  too. 

Norwood  Seconds  5    Franklin  Seconds  20 

And  the  second  team  wouldn't  uphold 
Norwood's  reputation  but  allowed  Frank- 
lin to  get  two  straight  wins.  Oh  my! 
There  must  be  a  jinx  in  that  second  team 
or  else  "Red"  Horgan  needs  glasses  to 
keep  score. 

Trailor  made  three  points,  a  field  goal 
and  a  foul  shot,  and  Murray  made  two 
points  on  another  field  goal,  but,  sad  to 
say,  three  and  two  only  make  five. 
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Norwood  26  X  a  tick  17 

Hoy,  hoy!  Tho  sun  sooms  to  shine  a 
little  brighter  when  the  Norwood  fellows 
in  their  "Merry  Xmas"  suits  get  up  on 
top.  And  Captain  "Yero" — high  scorer 
again  with  ten  points  followed  by  "Irv" 
with  eight.  But  "Bunny,"  "Kenny" 
and  Kelly  weren't  stingy  either  and 
shoved  the  old  ball  through  the  hoop 
plenty. 

Norwood  Seconds  15  Natick  Seconds  22 
Oh,  deah  meah,  there  oughta  be  a  law 
against  this.  The  old  jinx  traveled  to 
Natick  with  the  Norwood  Seconds. 
Couldn't  Kelly  inspire  this  second  team 
with  the  marvelous  feats  of  his  unde- 
feated second  team  last  year? 

Norwood  22  Quincy  19 

F'  heaven's  sake.  How  that  Zinkowski 
does  travel!  And  how  that  Ellis  works 
the  neat  passes  that  end  up  through  the 
hoop!  And  what  a  smooth  game  Mr. 
Earle  plays!  And  how  Johnny  Chubet 
hangs  on  to  the  ball  when  the  enemy 
has  the  other  half  of  it!  And  what  an 
eye  Mr.  E.  Kelly,  Jr.,  has  on  those  long 
shots!  And  how  cool  and  brave  and  calm 
Mr.  Silverman  is  in  the  midst  of  the 
raging  battle!     Do  Tell! 

Norwood  Seconds  5  Quincy  Seconds  10 
We're  beginning  to  think  that  Norwood 
second  team  came  from  Gentryville. 
How  about  it?  Must  some  kind  person 
explain  to  them  that  the  object  of  the 
game  is  to  put  the  ball  through  the  hoop? 
Well,  better  luck  next  time. 

Norwood  31  Dedham  16 

Heh!  Heh!  Another  win  over  the 
red-shirted  Bolsheviks  from  Dedham. 
Guess  that  makes  the  old  face  split  into 
a  grin  where  the  foul  goes  in.  Norwood 
isn't    stopping   for    anything    now,    just 


ripping  along  like  a  whirlwind  and  what's 
to  stop  a  high-scoriim  shot-sinking  bond] 
like  that?    The  answer  is  "nothing." 

Norwood  Seconds  16    Dedham  Seconds  9 

My,  My,  this  is  getting  monotonous 
But  then  every  unfavorable  thing  has 
its  advantages.  This  will  keep  them 
from  getting  swell-headed,  eh — what'.' 

Norwood  36  Walpole  "> 

My  goodness  what  a  clean-up.  No. 
this  wasn't  quite  as  much  of  a  battle  as 
the  Norwood-Walpole  football  game  was. 
No  knocked-out  teeth  or  anything  as 
exciting  as  that.  Norwood  sure  has  a 
snappy  smoothly  working  quintet  and 
the  more  we  watch  them,  the  more  we 
wonder  how  Franklin  ever  beat  them. 
It  must  have  been  some  peculiar  fluke. 

Norwood  Seconds  13  Walpole  Seconds  14 
What  a  break!  One  measly  little  point. 
Oh  dear.  Well,  anyway  that's  an  im- 
provement. Hope  never  dies  so  they 
say  so — here's  hoping. 

Norwood  38  Franklin  IS 

Well,  this  certainly  proves  that  the 
experts  were  right  when  they  figured  that 
Norwood  must  have  had  an  off-day  when 
they  were  beaten  by  Franklin  the  first 
time.  What  a  comeback!  When  that 
Norwood  five  saw  those  red  sweat  suits 
of  the  Franklin  quintet,  they  saw  red 
and — how.  And  the  Franklinites  weren't 
good  enough  Toreadors  to  avoid  the 
onslaught. 

Norwood  Seconds  15  Franklin  1-4 

Hurrah  and  a  couple  of  dittos!  The 
Norwood  second  team  wins  a  game. 
With  Tobin  and  Conger  playing  on  the 
second  team  as  well  as  on  the  first  team 
and  with  a  practically  new  second  team 
the  Norwood  seconds  came  through  with 
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their  first  victory.  The  new  arrivals  od 
the  second  team  were:  McTernan, 
McDonough.  plus  Smelstor.  Murray, 
and  Zinkowski  'old  members ^  from  the 
second  team. 

Well  let's  hear  some  more  good  news 
from  the  seconds. 

Norwood  30  Quincy  24 

Well,  Quincy  believed  in  that  "try, 
try  again"  saying  and  took  another 
whack  at  Norwood.  But — slap — and 
down  they  go  like  a  bad  habit  to  the  tune 
of  30-24.  Hey-ho  and  a  bottle  of  rum! 
But  that  Norwood  five  don't  need  any 
rum  to  pep  them  up.  They  have  it  all 
over  toe  dancers  for  being  "on  their  toes." 
"Ingrown  toenails?"  Yes.  but  it's  all  for 
the  school. 

Norwood  Seconds  5  Quincy  Seconds  20 
Such  a  disappointment!  But  then  it 
must  be  just  a  relapse — eh,  what? 
Maybe  something  at  the  lunch  counter 
didn't  agree  with  them.  That's  it.  no 
doubt.  Anyhow  don't  go  looking  at 
new  moons  over  your  left  shoulder. 

Norwood  40  Natick  20 

Check!  One  more  win  for  Norwood! 
This  is  as  monotonous  as  the  second 
team's  defeats.  The  opponent's  basket 
just  seemed  to  be  a  magnet  into  which 
the  ball  was  drawn  even-  other  minute 
or  so.  And  Captain  Zinkowski  chalked 
up  eight  field  goals.    A  good  day's  job! 

And  the  Norwood  girls  also  came  across 
with  a  win  although  there  is  no  doubt 
but  what  the  school's  best  mathematician 
would  have  been  stuck  in  an  effort  to 
figure  it  out.  The  Natick  girls  would 
wave  their  arms  frantically  before  a 
Norwood  girl  who  was  about  to  shoot 
and  vice  versa — the  difference  in  score 
being   because   the   Natick   girls    didn't 


flag  the  train  as  vigorously  as  did  the 
Norwood  girls. 

Norwood  Seconds  IS  Natick  Seconds  24 
But.  oh  mercy!  The  second  team  felt 
it  incumbent  upon  them  not  to  grieve  too 
deeply  the  Natick  supporters,  so  they 
surrendered  to  Natick  on  terms  of  18-24. 
Well,  some  other  time. 

Norwood  13  Dedham  12 

And  then  as  is  customary.  Norwood 
paid  her  visit  to  Dedham  and  once  again 
defeated  Dedham.  This  beating  their 
opponents  is  getting  to  be  a  habit  and 
they  say  habits  are  hard  to  break! 

Norwood  Seconds  14  Dedham  Seconds  10 
Open  your  mouth  and  shut  your  eyes 
and  I'll  give  you  a  great  big  juicy  surprise. 
Norwood  seconds  have  won  another  game. 
Is  that  too  big  a  strain  on  your  imagina- 
tion? Perhaps  they'll  win  again!  "May- 
be, who  knows'?" 

Norwood  31  Framingham  19 

And  here's  number  one  opponent  back 
for  another  beating.  What  a  glutton  for 
punishment!  But  they  must  be  taught 
so  we  cleaned  them  up  again.  Well, 
they'll  learn  in  time  not  to  play  with 
Zinkowski  and  his  five-man  army. 

Norwood  2nds  16  Framingham  2nds  9 
And  the  second  team  comes  through 
again  to  end  up  with  a  sprint  like  Charlie 
Paddock's  to  make  up  for  its  turtle  like 
start.  Congrats  on  the  come-back!  We 
side  line  critics  would  probably  make  a 
ridiculous  show  of  ourselves  if  we  were 
playing  in  the  shoes  of  those  we  attempt 
to  criticize.  So  once  again— Congratula- 
tions, second  team. 

Norwood  39  Walpole  10 

And  thus  a  glorious  basket  ball  season 

is  ended  and  Norwood  adds  to  her  laurels 
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a  basket  ball  record  which  ranks  with 
\that  splendid  one  made  during  football 
season.  Having  suffered  only  one  reverse, 
and  that  at  the  hands  of  a  team  which 
she  later  beat,  the  Norwood  five  has 
stacked  up  a  sum  of  359  points  whereas 
her  opponents  amassed  199  points.  Capt. 
Zinkowski  of  course  is  high  scorer  with 
114  points,  "Bunny"  Ellis  following  with 
75  points. 

Congratulations  "Benny"  from  the 
whole  school  and  to  Capt.  Zinkowski  on 
the  fine  work  the  team  has  done  this 
season.  Norwood  certainly  is  among 
the  best  in  its  class  in  athletics,  thanks 
to  our  athletic  director  and  coach. 

And  while  the  congratulating  is  going 
on  how  about  Louis  McBay  and  Captain 
Altonen  and  that  wonderful  hockey  team 
they  organized.  They  developed  a  team 
of  six  pairs  of  flashing  skaters  that  cut 
down  the  ice  like  greased  lightning;  and 
that  coordinated  and  used  team  work  to 
perfection.  A  well-oiled,  smoothly  work- 
ing machine  that  played  twelve  games 
and  lost  but  one,  and  that  to  a  school 


outside  its  own  class,  Thayer  Academy 

by  the  score  of  1  to  0! 

These  three  teams  in  Football,  Baekel 
Ball  and  Hockey  are  making  unprece- 
dented records  at  Norwood  High.  And 
here's  to  more  like  them! 

March  7,  1930 

A  healthy  hour  of  excellent  amusemenl 
was  enjoyed  by  the  whole  school  at  this 
assembly.  For  the  benefit  of  the  students 
who  weren't  able  to  see  the  exhibition  of 
the  gym  team,  clowns,  and  dances  by  the 
girls  representing  various  countries,  prac- 
tically the  same  program  was  presented 
again.  All  performances  received  ap- 
proval; and  a  great  deal  of  appreciation 
was  shown. 

Before  the  above  program,  the  scholar- 
ship awards  were  made.  The  seniors 
again  captured  the  cup,  the  sophomores 
coming  second,  and  the  juniors  having 
the  lowest  per  cent.  We  were  all  glad 
to  hear  that  the  juniors,  sophomores,  and 
the  school  as  a  whole  had  made  a  gain. 
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ARGUENOT  EXCHANGE,  COMMENTS 


"The  Voice,"  Sharon  High  School, 
Sharon,  Mass. — Yours  is  an  interesting 
magazine  and  your  cover  design  is  very- 
neat.  However,  why  not  try  to  enlarge 
your  departments? 

"The  Cony  Cue,"  Cony  High  School, 
Augusta,  Me. — What  a  lively  place 
Augusta  must  be,  according  to  your 
magazine!  How  do  you  succeed  in 
•securing  such  an  abundance  of  jokes? 

"The  Beacon,"  Gloucester  High  School, 
Gloucester,  Mass. — Your  poets  certainly 
deserve  mention!  We  always  enjoy  the 
"Knoem"  and  the  cartoons.    Congrats! 

"M.  H.  S.  Oracle,"  Manchester  High 
School,  Manchester,  N.  H. — May  we  say 
that  your  magazine  is  fine  in  every 
respect! 

"The  Argus,"  Gardner  High  School, 
Gardner,  Mass. — Welcome  to  our  ex- 
change column.  Your  snapshots  are 
splendid.    We  enjoyed  your  magazine. 

"The  Clarion,"  Jamaica  Plain  High 
School. — An  outstanding  cover  and  an 
exceptional  magazine  make  your  pub- 
lication one   of  the  most  enjoyable  we 


receive,  Congratulations!  You  evidently 
have  a  number  of  budding  playwrights 
in  your  school  from  the  splendid  showing 
in  the  "Clarion."  "Youth  Will  Be 
Served"  was  great. 

"Lawrence  High  School  Bulletin,"  Law- 
rence, Mass. — Your  advertising  depart- 
ment shows  a  great  deal  of  work  by  your 
ad  solicitors.  What  there  is  of  your 
"Gossip"  is  great.  Couldn't  you  enlarge 
upon  it?  The  Yuletide  Spirit  shown  was 
great;  in  fact  the  best  we've  seen  in  any 
magazine. 

"The  Unquity  Echo,"  Milton  High 
School. — A  striking  cover  and  most 
complete  magazine.  Congratulations! 
Your  ads  are  nifty.  Why  don't  you 
organize  them  in  one  separate  part  of 
the  magazine?  Don't  you  think  it  gives 
the  publication  a  more  compact  appear- 
ance? 

Magazines  Acknowledged: 

"The  Blue  and  Gold,"  Maiden  High 
School. 

"The  Tauntonian,"  Taunton,  Mass. 
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"The  Echo,"  Sumner  High  School, 
Holbrook,  Mass. 

"The  Student's  Pen,"  East  Bridge- 
water   High   School,    East   Bridgewater, 


"The  Parrot,"  Rockland  High  School, 
Rockland,  Mass. 

"The  Hermiad,"  Hingham  High  School, 
Hingham,  Mass. 

"The    Eastoner,"    Oliver    Ames   High 
School,  Northeaston,  Mass. 


"The  Abhis,"  Abington  High  School, 
North  Abington,  Mass. 
"The  Boston  University  News,"  Boston 

University,  Boston,  Mas.-. 

"The  Massachusetts  Collegian,"   Am- 
herst, Mass. 

COMMENT    ON   "THE 
ARGUENOT" 
"The  Cony  Cue,"  Cony  High  School, 
Augusta,  Me. — This  paper  is  just  "brim 
full"  of  interesting  material. 
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Mrs.  Susan  C.  Phillips 

Announces  the  Formal  Opening  of  her  new  Store 

in  the  Folan  Block 

Friday  and  Saturday,  April  11th  and  12th 

A  cordial  invitation  is  extended  to  the 
faculty  and  pupils  of  the  Norwood  Schools 

FOUNDATION  GARMENTS  SILK  HOSIERY  UNDERWEAR 

BABIES'  NEEDS 


Burdett  College 


Recommends  that  young  people  contemplating  a  business  career 
finish  first  their  high  school  course,  later  entering  college  or  busi- 
ness school  as  their  fitness  or  need  may  require. 

Burdett  College  is  interested  in  graduates  of  the  Classical,  Scientific, 
General,  and  Commercial  Courses  who  are  farsighted  enough  to 
see  that  a  high  school  education  supplemented  by  additional, 
more  highly  specialized  training  is  the  best  preparation  for  a 
useful  business  career. 

For  young  men  Burdett  College  offers  intensive  two-year  courses  of 
college  grade:  Business  Administration  and  Accounting — for 
young  women,  Executive  Secretarial  and  Normal  Commercial 
Courses.  Also  specialized  Office  Management,  Bookkeeping, 
Stenographic  and  Finishing  Courses  for  those  wishing  a  business 
training  in  shorter  time. 

Distinctive  features  of  Burdett  College  are :  individual  attention — 
able  faculty — exceptional  preparation — desirable  student  asso- 
ciates. Students  attending  come  from  universities,  colleges,  lead- 
ing high  schools  and  academies — sixteen  men's  colleges  being  rep- 
resented in  the  Business  Administration  Course  alone  during  the  present 
school  year. 

For  illustrated  catalogue — sent  without  obligation — address 
F.  H.  BURDETT.  President 

156  STUART  STREET  BOSTON,  MASS. 

HANCOCK  6300 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


A  BUSINESS 

SCHOOL  of 

COLLEGIATE 

GRADE 


Burdett  College,  by  its 
training,  personal  guid- 
ance, and  placement  serv- 
ice, has  assisted  thou- 
sands of  young  men  and 
women  to  positions  of  in- 
fluence— the  calls  from 
business  employers  total- 
ling 2869  during  the  past 
year. 


New  Burdett  College  Building 


the  JUST  RIGHT  TAILORING  COMPANY 


HIGH  GRADE  LADIES'  AND  MEN'S  CUSTOM  TAILORS 

CLEANING,  PRESSING,  DYEING,  REPAIRING 
AT  REASONABLE  PRICES  WORK  CALLED  FOR  AND  DELIVERED 


CHARLES  KRAVETZ,  Prop.  .'.  .'.  Tel.  Nor.  0420 

TALBOT  BLDG.,     NORWOOD,  MASS. 


MEAGHER    STORES 


W^omen  'j  and  Children  9s 
Specialty  Store 


McLEOD  &>  DEAN 

CHOICE  TEAS,  COFFEES,   SPICES 

HAWKINS  BLOCK,  840  WASHINGTON  STREET 

Telephone  Connection 


THE  SPORT  SHOE  STORE 

SEE  THE  SHOES  MADE  FOR 
THE  NORWOOD  HIGH  SCHOOL  GIRLS 

$5  and  $6 


CHAS.  A.  WRAGG  &  CO. 

683  Washington  Street  Norwood,  Mass. 

PATRONIZE  OCR   ADVERTISERS 


NORWOOD  AUTO  STATION,  Inc. 

Dealers 
CADILLAC— LA  SALLE— NASH— REO— WOLVERINE 
AND  REO  SPEED-WAGON 


666  Washington  Street 


Tel.  0011-0013 


Compliments  of 


IVinslow  Bros.   &  Smith  Co. 


NORWOOD,  MASSACHUSETTS 


WHEN  DREAMS  / 
COME  TRUE  ' 


T.  F.  RILEY 

PLUMBING 

and 

HEATING 

102  Central  St.  .*.  Norwood,  Mass. 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


The  Alice  Shop 

711  WASHINGTON  STREET 
NORWOOD,  MASS. 


EASTER  CARDS  and  GIFT  NOVELTIES 
PICTURE  FRAMING 


Compliments  of 


F.  A.  MORRILL 

INSURANCE 


BIGELOW  BLOCK  NORWOOD,  MASS. 


Mother's  Day  is  May  11th 

We  are  taking  orders  for  the  most  exquisitely 
decorated  all-silk  box  of  chocolates  you  have 
ever  seen.    In  one,  two  and  three  pound  sizes. 


FREDERIC   P.  BROOKS 

850  Washington  Street 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


THE 

FAMOUS  READING  ANTHRACITE  COAL 

can  be  procured  of 

J.  E.  PLIMPTON  &  COMPANY 

Railroad  Avenue 

• 
Compliments  of 

The  Norwood  Dairy 

L.  F.  BATEMAN,  Prop. 

Compliments  of 

Compliments 

GRANT'S  MARKET 

of 

A  Friend 

PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


ESTABLISHED  1908  S.  L.  BERMAN,  Prop. 

BERMAN'S  DEPARTMENT  STORE 

THE  STORE  OF  VALUES 
CLOTHIERS  -  FURNISHERS  -  HABERDASHERS 

Ladies',  Men's  and  Children's  Apparel 

Shoes  For  The  Entire  Family 

1052  -    1054  Washington  Street  South  Norwood 

"Your  Money  Back  If  You  Want  It" 

Compliments  of 

THE  NORWOOD  WOMEN'S  SHOP 

631  Washington  Street,  Norwood,  Mass. 
Tel.  0236 


Landry's  Barber  Shop  and  Beauty  Parlor 

714  Washington  Street  Tel.  Norwood  021 8-M 

Norwood,  Mass. 


mm* 


PIANO  SUPPEf  COMPANY 

NORWOOD,  MASSACHUSETTS  


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

Independent 
Furniture  Company 


524  Wash.  St.  Norwood,  Mass. 

Tel.    1143 

Carl  A.  Anderson 


Ladies'  and  Gentlemen's 
Tailor 


714  Washington  St.  Norwood 

Telephone  0032-R 


I.  T.  SNOW 

'  Where  the  Best  Is  Always 
Found" 

I.  T.  SNOW 

Compliments 

of 

Flaherty's  Men's   Shop 


Folan  Block 


Norwood 


De  Roma  Brothers 

Electrical  Contractors 

Dealers  in  Quality  Electrical 
and  Radio  Merchandise 

97  Central  Street 
TOWN  SQUARE 

Telephone  868  Norwood,  Mass. 


CAREFUL  AND  CONSCIENTIOUS 
DRIVERS 

WEDDINGS,  FUNERALS 
AND  PRIVATE  PARTIES 

PACKARD  SERVICE 

Mulvehill  Limousine  and 
Taxi  Service 

THOMAS  B.  MULVEHILL,  Prop. 

COTTAGE  ST. 
TELEPHONES:  EXTENSION* 

Office:  Norwood  0300-R  Rear  Folan  Block 

House:   Norwood  0300-W 


F.  C.  DEXTER 

Plumbing,  Heating 
Sheet  Iron  Work 


Tel.   Shop,   1312-W    —    Home   1312-R 

Agent  for  Petro  Oil  Burners 

522  Washington  Street 

E.  J.  KELLY'S 

SANITARY  BARBER  SHOP 

is  modern  in  Equipment  and 

Service 

"It  Pays  to  Look  Well" 


Room  3 


Folan  Block 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


Compliments   of 

DR.  WM.  J.  WRIGHT 

Dentist 


Room  4       Bigelow  Block,       Norwood 
Telephone  Norwood  0684 

Compliments  of 
DR.  J.  M.  HIRSCH 
•    Dentist 

1096  Washington  Street 
South  Norwood 

Phone  Norwood  565-B 


MILADY 
BEAUTY  SHOP 

Eugene  and  Realistic 
Permanent    Waving 

Nor.  11 39- J 


Compliments  of 

J.  C.  LANDRY'S 
Barber  Shop 

546  WASHINGTON  STREET 


Compliments 

of 

GARNER'S  PHARMACY 


Prescription  Specialists 


JACK'S    TAXI 
NOR.  0022 


Compliments  of 

S.  BEREZIN  CO. 


105  3     Washington     Street 
Norwood,  Mass. 


Compliments 

Of 

RUSSELL'S    BOWLING 

ALLEY 
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C.  L.  Smith  &  Co. 

WINSLOW  GARAGE 

MICHELIN  TIRES      AUTO  SUPPLIES 

Commercial  Photography 

Official  Brake  Testing  Station 

Amateur  Finisher 
24  HOUR  SERVICE 

EXPERT  AUTO  REPAIRING 

1014  Washington  St.           Norwood 

Phone  0777-W              10  Vernon  St. 

Telephone  0976 

WE 

CATER 

FOR  REAL  STYLE, 

FOR  ALL 

QUALITY  -  SERVICE 

OCCASIONS 

see 

THRIFT  SHOE  STORE 

709  Washington  St.,  Norwood 

HOLMAN—  CATERER 

NORWOOD 

Market  St.                                      Tel.   Con. 

Dents  Removed  from  Auto  Bodies 

FRANK  W.  FAY 

and  Fenders 
"WE  SAVE  THE  PAINT" 

Walter  H.  Brown 

DEALER    IN 

Hardware,  Paints,  Oils 
Glass  and  Auto 

SHEET  METAL  WORK 

Accessories 

OF  ALL  KINDS 

8  Vernon  Street 

Telephone  0936  Nor. 

Tel.  Nor.  0720                      Norwood 

Washington  St.                                   Norwood 

W.  T.  GRANT 

Auto  Renting  and  Taxi  Service 

COMPANY 

25c,  50c,  $1  Dept.  Stores 

William  C.  Donovan 

Known  for 

VALUES 

New                          New 
30  Pass.  White      Cadillac  Suburban 

H.  J.  CORMIER,  Mgr. 

Motorcoach                Weddings 

698  Washington  Street            Norwood 

Parties                      Funerals 

PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


PATSY    RIZZO 

MODERN    -     SHOE    -     REPAIRING 
HATS     CLEANED 


Talbot  Building 


Norwood,  Mass. 


Telephone  Norwood  179 


530  Washington  St. 


Norwood  Gas  Company 

"Always  at  Your  Service  " 


Gas  Appliances  of  All  Kinds 


Reasons  for  Using  Gas 

1.  Convenience  4.  Cooks  rapidly 

2.  Cleanliness  5.  Cooks  thoroughly 

3.  Dependability  6.  Economical 

Do  you  ever  stop  to  consider  that  every  hour  of  the  day  or  night  we  are 
ready  to  serve  you  ? 

Simply  turn  the  gas  valve  and  gas  is  at  your  service. 


Compliments 
of 

DR.  L.  J.  DANOVITCH 


Compliments  of 

THE  FACULTY 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISER^ 


WHITMANS  CATsJDIES 

Watch  for  our  display  of  candy  for  Easter  and 

Mother's  Day — Whitman's  is  an  all 

year  favorite 


CLARK'S  PHARMACY,  Inc. 

"The  Prescription  Store" 

G.  L.   HAWKINS,   Manager 

CONGER  BLOCK  -  NORWOOD 


WHY 

do  young  people  like  to  shop  at 
Lawrence's? 

Because  Lawrence's  styles  are  up-to-the-minute. 

Because  Lawrence's  always  have  complete  selec- 
tions. 

Because  Lawrence's  prices  are  within  easy  reach 
of  high  school  budgets. 

Lawrence's  . 

for  And   because   Lawrence  s    service   is    especially 

Graduation  satisfying. 

Frocks 

LAWRENCE'S 

655  Washington  Street,  Norwood 


Compliments  of 
THE  FACULTY 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


